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Seduction Scene 


The girl looked up info Janice's eyes and the 
expression she saw there confused and frightened 
her. 

"Kiss me," Janice said. 

Kathy grew rigid with fear. Kiss her? She could 
do no such thing. She knew the wrong she would 
be committing. 

They were standing by the sofa, and now she 
felt Janice pulling her down so that they were 
sitting side by side. She felt so helpless, so utterly 
unable to defend herself. She wanted to cry out, 
to scream, yet she did not. She sat rigidly on the 
couch. 

"You can help, can't your' Janice said in a 
tight voice. 

Bewildered, the girl seemed incapable of re¬ 
fusing, as if she were afraid that something far 
worse would happen to her if she did not obey. 

The older woman's hands began stroking. The 
feeling was like nothing Kathy had ever experi¬ 
enced before . • • 
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1 


Harry Jackson, standing in his sun-filled office at the 
school, watched the noisy activity outside his office win¬ 
dow. Classes had just let out for the day. Children were 
running helter-skelter, excitedly anticipating the freedom 
that would be theirs for the weekend, some racing toward 
the orange-colored buses, others toward cars lined up at 
the curb. Harry envied these children. He envied their 
lust for life, their easy careless manners, their naive as¬ 
sumption that the world was simply standing still waiting 
for them to grow up and make their mark on it. 

He shrugged, turned away from the window and walked 
back to his desk. He sat down heavily, pondering the 
telephone call he had received from his wife only mo¬ 
ments before. Janice had informed him that her younger 
sister was to arrive the next day for a visit, and that she 
was bringing a girl friend with her. He wondered how 
Janice would handle the situation. He wondered if he, him¬ 
self, would be capable of playing his part in the farce 
they would have to enact for the benefit of their guests, 
he and Janice had shared. His life had een full and 
months or more. How did one behave toward a teen-aged 
sister-in-law under such circumstances? Surely she would 
sense that something was wrong. 

He shook his head and leaned forward, resting his el¬ 
bows on the top of the desk. He wished that he had the 
courage to free himself, to pack up and leave, and allow 
Janice to wallow alone in the mire of her sickness without 
dragging him in with her. She was his wife, and yet she 
was not really his wife. No longer could he make the 
normal demands of a husband. No longer could he sat- 
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isfy his physical needs as a man. Janice was his wife in 
name only. 

Suddenly aware of the silence outside, Harry stood up 
and went to the window. Only a few stragglers were left 
in the schoolyard, the same children who were always the 
last to leave. He watched them walking slowly toward the 
street as if they were reluctant to return home. He under¬ 
stood fully how they felt. He did not want to go home, 
either. There was nothing for him to return to at home, 
nothing but a nightmare of perversion, a sickness that was 
slowly devouring him. 

Why? Why had this awful thing happened to his wife? 
Was he to blame? And if so, where had he gone wrong? 
His mind drifted back to the early, happy days of their 
marriage, to those passionate nights and tender mornings 
he and Janice had shared. His life, had been full and 
satisfying. He had been certain that he would never again 
want for anything in this world. And then? And then the 
nightmare had begun with the horrible discovery of Janice’s 
twisted sexual drives. Now she did not even bother to 
conceal them. 

He turned as he heard the door to his office opening. 
His secretary, Donna Hendrix, walked in. Harry was in¬ 
stantly aware of the faint tingle of desire that had been 
stirring in him recently whenever he and Donna happened 
to be alone. He realized that his reaction to her was symp¬ 
tomatic of his relationship with Janice. If he and his wife 
were exchanging normal embraces, he was certain, he 
would never so much as glance at a woman like Donna, 
knowing what he knew about her. Yet lately—because of 
the intolerable situation with Janice—he had felt a grow¬ 
ing need for what Donna would gladly grant him. 

Since all calls for Harry were channeled through Donna, 
she knew that Janice had been on the wire. 

“Good news from home?” Donna asked. 

Harry shrugged. “I’m not sure.” 

Donna eyed him warily. She was a tall and attractive 
woman a few years younger than he. Her hair was 
bleached a silver-blond, framing her round, pink face like 
angel hair arranged carefully around a Christmas oma- 
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ment. Her deep blue eyes were set widely apart, and 
were apt to regard others with frank appraisal. Her breasts 
were lithe and large. Her body was somewhat on the 
plump side. She was wearing a tan tweed skirt, and a 
green sweater that adequately displayed the round firmness 

of her breasts. . . . 

“What does that mean?” she asked, as if she had every 

right to know the details of his personal life. 

Again he shrugged. “My sister-in-law and a friendj>f 
hers are arriving tomorrow for a visit, he replied. A 

young friend.” . . 

“That should make things cozy,” Donna said, grinning. 
Harry watched her in silence as she walked across the 
room. He realized that her moving at that moment was 
a deliberate attempt to make him look at her. And al¬ 
though he tried to feign aloofness, he could not take his 
eyes from those full hips, those long, smooth thighs be¬ 
neath her tight skirt. How long had it been since he had 
lost himself in the softness of a woman’s body? How many 
long and lonely nights since he had last felt the passionate 
throbbing of a woman about to give herself? His body 
screamed for him to take Donna into his arms regardless 
of the consequences. 

“Like what you see?” she asked, her eyes meeting his 
frankly. 

“Who wouldn’t,” he replied tightly. 

Donna sighed and moved toward him slowly. He could 
smell the delicate, sensuous odor of her perfume as she 
drew closer, and could feel the tension mounting within 
himself. 

“I love Friday afternoons,” she said softly. “They mean 
freedom—two days and three nights of complete freedom. 
No answering of phones, no letters to type, no irate par¬ 
ents to placate, no one to please but myself.” She smiled 
and continued: “Harry, you’ve got a lonely look in your 
eyes. You’re sad and forlorn, aren’t you? I can see it in 
your face.” 

“Nonsense,” he snapped, and moved away from her, 
toward his desk. He was weakening, in spite of himself. 
He needed a woman badly, this woman, any woman, yet 
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he felt that he had no right to take her, no matter what 
Janice had done to him. He was a responsible human 
being. He had to try to live up to the rules of right and 
wrong. 

Harry,. Donna said, “don’t fool with me. I know what 
you’re feeling. This is Donna talking. I know all about 
you and Janice. I know a lot of things. I’ve been through 
0*?. grind and I can tell when a man and woman aren’t_” 

“It’s none of your business,” Harry shouted, cutting her 

off. 

“Isn’t it?” 

“You know damn well it isn’t!” 

“Don’t yell at me, Harry. Please don’t yell.” 

He dropped down on the chair behind his desk and 
covered his face with his hands. He was trying to con¬ 
vince himself that he did not desire Donna. But it was 
useless—he could not deny his growing lust. The only 
thing standing between him and the satisfaction he longed 
for was the guilt he felt at the thought of cheating on his 
wife. 

But that’s absurd, he thought. I owe nothing to Janice 
—absolutely nothing. Our marriage is empty, meaningless. 

[ s a l° st sou l> burning in the hell of her own perverted 
desires. Our life together is nothing but a mockery . 

At that moment he felt Donna behind him, her hands 
resting lightly on his shoulders. He reached up and clasped 
one of her hands. 

“I’m not a fool, Harry,” she murmured, her voice huskv. 
“You know that.” 

“Donna—” Harry was surprised at the anguish in his 
voice. “Donna—” he began again. 

“Don’t say anything, Harry,” she whispered. “There’s 
no need to say anything. We know what we want, what 
we can give each other. That’s all that matters at the 
moment.” 

She bent over him. He closed his eyes and felt the petal 
texture of her mouth as it brushed against his own. Her 
demanding tongue slipped between his parted lips, prob¬ 
ing eagerly. r 

He let himself go for the moment, forgetting every thin g 
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but the pleasure she was giving him. His eyes closed, 
he was only half-aware of her struggling out of her 
sweater. He was listening to the words she was murmur¬ 
ing to him, words he had not heard a woman speak in 
such a long, long time. 

He opened his eyes just as she unhooked her bra, ex¬ 
posing the raw-pink nipples of her breasts. “Touch them, 
Harry,” she murmured. “Touch them, feel them..He 
reached up, and as his fingers closed over her breasts, he 
seemed suddenly to be floating in an inundation of pas¬ 
sion. 

He had no idea when they had moved there, but the 
next thing he realized was that she was lying beneath 
him on the couch, her eyes glazed, her supple breasts ris¬ 
ing and falling with deep, eager breaths. 

He jumped away from her quickly, recovering him¬ 
self, and glanced toward the window, wondering if any¬ 
one had seen them. 

“That’s a damned cruel thing to do, Harry,” she 
complained, gazing at him, hungrily. 

“I’m sorry,” he said weakly. 

“Sorry! What the hell kind of man are you?” 

“Don’t ask me that,” he said. 

Her eyes were still burning with lust. She ran her hands 
over her breasts, inviting him to return to her. 

“Put something on, Donna,” he said, turning away. 

“You mean—?” 

“I mean exactly what I said—get dressed.” 

“Christ!” 

He crossed the room to his desk, condemning himself 
angrily for having weakened even temporarily. Then, ab¬ 
ruptly, the direction of his anger shifted from himself to 
his wife, Janice. She was to blame for this, he thought 
bitterly. It was all her fault. If Janice were a normal 
woman, this would never have happened. 

He felt foolish and ashamed. This situation with Donna 
had been building up for the past few months. Every day, 
as they had worked together in the office, the tension be¬ 
tween them had loomed as both a threat and a promise. 
And now, this afternoon, when they had actually been lying 
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in each other’s arms, he had been unable to fulfill their 
desires. 

He was silent, listening to her moving behind him. 
She walked over and stood in front of him, fully clothed 
now, and looked at him curiously, obviously puzzled by 
his behavior on the couch. 

“What’s wrong with you, Harry?” she asked, no longer 
angry. 

He found the pack of cigarettes lying on the desk and 
took his time lighting one. How could he answer her? How 
could he possibly tell her the truth? His whole world had 
gone to pieces. There seemed to be no escaping the sick¬ 
ness that contaminated his home. How could he tell her 
about Janice? He was certain that such a woman as 
Donna, with her insatiable longing for men, could never 
understand the abnormal impulses of his wife. 

“Okay,” she said, touching his arm lightly, “keep it all 
inside you, if that’s what you want. I wasn’t joking before, 
Harry—about you and Janice. A person would have to be 
blind not to see that you two aren’t the happy couple you 
pretend to be.” She tightened her grip on his arm. “I’ll 
tell you this, Harry,” she went on. “I want you. Deep in¬ 
side of me, I want you so much that I can barely control 
myself. And I know you want me, too. Whatever Janice 
has done to you—or is doing to you—isn’t worth what 
you are suffering because of it. Believe me, Harry.” 

“I know,” he said. “You’re right.” 

“Good. Since you realize that, perhaps you’ll be able 
to do something about it.” She smiled, her usual good hu¬ 
mor returning. “Maybe the candle burned out too quickly 
this time,” she said. “But next time ...” 

“Are you sure there’ll be a next time?” he asked. 

“You’re a man, Harry, and if there’s one thing I know 
in this world, it’s men. There’ll be a next time.” She kissed 
him on the cheek. “Now don’t sit here and brood all 
night. Go on home and have a fight with her—a real 
old-fashioned, knock-’em-down battle. Maybe that will 
clear the air between you two.” 

“Maybe.” 

“I’ll see you tomorrow night at the party.” 
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“Sure,” he said. 

As he watched her leave the office Harry shook his 
head. What an idiot he had been, he thought. He was 
burning for a woman, and she had offered herself to him 
with no strings attached. Why on earth had he refused 
her. 

A tall man, slightly over six feet, Harry Jackson had 
broad shoulders and a strong, angular face. At thirty- 
three, he was still in fair condition, but his waist was begin¬ 
ning to show signs of expansion and his dark hair had 
already turned gray at the temples. Thick, bushy eyebrows 
lent a solemn, almost brooding expression to his dark 
brown eyes. 

At one time, Harry had wanted to be an artist but, 
having failed at that, had settled for a career in education. 
He was now assistant principal at this exclusive private day 
school in the San Fernando Valley section of Los Angeles. 
He missed most sorely the creative satisfactions which had 
been his during his early struggles as an artist. Yet he 
liked his current work, and the pay was good. He knew 
that he should be a man much less disquieted, much less 
disconsolate. 

He would be, too, he told himself, if it were not for 
that wife of his. 



2 


Harry opened his eyes, knowing that it was Sunday morn¬ 
ing, that he could sleep as long as he wished, yet driven 
into wakefulness by restless currents within him. 

The sun beamed through the open window across from 
the bed. Already the room was stifling. This would be an¬ 
other of those hot, smoggy days typical of Los Angeles, the 
kind of day he had come to detest. As always on Sunday 
mornings; he considered the possibility of moving away, 
and, as always dismissed the idea. He would never do it, he 
thought. He knew himself. He could never run from the 
problems he faced. 

Someone was splashing about in the swimming pool 
outside the bedroom window. A girl’s laughter, full of joy 
and exuberance, reached his ears, and then he remem¬ 
bered that his sister-in-law and her young friend had ar¬ 
rived the previous day. 

He heard the telephone ringing in the entrance hall at 
the front of the house, and rose awkwardly from the bed. 
His shoulders and thighs were stiff and sore. He ran his 
tongue over his teeth, trying to dissolve the cottony taste 
in his mouth. His head was pounding. 

He stood uncertainly, supporting himself against the 
bedstead. The telephone stopped ringing and he realized 
that his wife must have picked up the receiver. At the 
thought of Janice, he felt a strange, prickling sensation in 
the recesses of his mind. Vaguely, he remembered some¬ 
thing about an argument at the party the night before, a 
vicious battle of words. He looked down at the wide dou¬ 
ble bed, wondering if she had spent the night with him. 
They had not slept together in months but in view of his 
sister’s visit, perhaps for the sake of appearances Janice had 
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decided to sleep with him. He could not remember. He 
could not remember much of anything about the previous 
day, except that he had overdone it physically in die after¬ 
noon by playing four sets of tennis under a broiling sun. 
He was not in condition for such strenuous exercise, and 
now his stiff muscles would ache and groan for the next 
two or three days. 

He made a clucking sound in the back of his mouth, 
remembering the martinis he had had before dinner. 
There was also the vague recollection of a thick, juicy 
steak, and then more to drink afterward. And then he 
seemed to recall that later he had been out on the grass 
somewhere, and that a nude girl had been kissing him. 
There had been more than kissing, too. Much more. 

His memory failed him at this point. 

What a night, he thought. What a rotten night. What a 
rotten life, in fact. 

Why did he bother to continue living this way? He 
wished he knew the answer to that. There was nothing 
to hold him, actually. He could leave any time he wished. 

He ran his fingers through his hair, made that clucking 
sound in his throat again, and moved stiffly through the 
doorway, dressed only in his pajama bottoms. 

Halfway down the hall, he noticed that the door to the 
guest room had been left open. He stopped short and 
stared in at the young girl stretched out on the bed. She 
was lying on her back, her arms spread out over the 
rumpled sheets, one bulging breast having freed itself from 
her brief nightie. The nipple was large and pink. He 
smiled at the wholesome beauty of his young sister-in-law. 
One of her legs was bent at the knee, folded under her 
rather grotesquely, and he wondered how she could sleep 
in such an awkward position. He could see the finely 
molded, deeply tanned thighs, and the small soft mound 
of her stomach through the sheer nightie. Her face was 
fresh and quite beautiful, with high cheekbones and full 
pouting lips. 

He sighed. She was so much like her sister. Even the 
nipples of their breasts were similar. He had met her for 
the first time the previous day, and had been instantly cap- 
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tivated by her youthful exuberance and freshness. He 
hoped that she would not go the same way as her sister. 

As he continued to watch, an undeniable excitement 
stirring in him, the girl moved slightly in her sleep. One 
hand slid over her stomach and down the curve of her 
thigh, then the fingers crept under her nightie and 
scratched lightly. The gesture, innocent as it was, sent a 
flood of desire through Harry’s body. He started forward, 
as if he were being pulled toward her, but succeeded in 
checking himself. He looked away, and in an instant his 
eyes were again drawn to the sensuous beauty of her 
young body. He wondered if anyone had ever touched 
her, if she had ever responded to the importunities of a 
man or boy. 

“Having a good look?” 

Harry froze, then turned quickly to see his wife stand¬ 
ing at the opposite end of the hallway. 

“Janice,” he mumbled, “I was only—” 

“You don’t have to tell me what you were doing,” she 
interrupted. “She knows what you are, too. After last 
night, we all know what you are—you lousy stinker, you!” 

Her voice was hard, yet quiet and controlled, which 
somehow made her condemnation of him seem even worse. 
She turned away and stalked out of sight. He stood there 
a moment, glancing uncertainly from the girl on the bed 
to the spot where his wife had been standing. Then he 
shrugged. To hell with both of them, he thought. 

As he started down the hallway, he was acutely aware 
of his aching muscles. He limped slowly through the living 
room and into the kitchen. Janice was standing with her 
back against the sink, watching him closely as he entered. 
She was a tall woman with copper-colored hair, and a full, 
flaming mouth. She was wearing tight yellow shorts, and a 
loose-fitting sleeveless white blouse through which he could 
see the brassiere that supported her oversized breasts. 
There had been times when she would greet him in the 
morning wearing nothing at all, and he recalled the sweet 
taste of those breasts, the nipples hardening at the touch 
of his lips. But he found it difficult to imagine, gazing at 
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her now, that he had ever been able to satisfy the wild, 
virtually inhuman demands of her body. 

“There are two things that I want you to keep in mind, 
Harry,” she said, speaking still in that hard, quiet voice. 
“One is that Aggie is my sister. The other is that she’s 
only sixteen.” 

Harry made no reply. He had neither the strength nor 
the desire to argue with her. His attitude toward her had 
changed entirely within the past six months. Before that 
he had sincerely loved her, had wanted to help her, but 
now both his love and the compulsion to help were gone, 
erased by what she was, what she had become. 

“I’d like some juice and coffee,” he said, trying to smile. 
“My head isn’t what it should be this morning.” 

“Do you understand me about Aggie?” she said. 

“I understand you, Janice. I understand you fully.” He 
narrowed his eyes, staring at her. “I wonder if Aggie 
would understand about you.” 

“Damn it!” Janice stepped away from the sink, her 
shoulders hunched forward as if poised for a fight. “You 
ever mention one word to her about me, and I’ll kill you! 
What’s happened to me is my own doing. I am what I 
am, and there’s nothing you or anyone else can do for me. 
But I don’t want Aggie to know.” 

“Are you that ashamed of it?” 

“I’m not ashamed of anything.” 

“You could see a psychiatrist.” 

“Why should I? I’m happy.” 

Harry began to laugh, but the sound he made was hol¬ 
low and bitter. He wondered if she were speaking the 
truth, if she were truly happy these days. He didn’t think 
so. But then, how well did he actually know her? He 
could no longer be certain about anything concerning Jan¬ 
ice. He looked upon her present strange cravings as a 
sickness, as something over which neither she nor he had 
any control. Perhaps that was the reason he stayed on with 
her instead of leaving as he felt he should; one does not 
desert the sick. He was intelligent and knowledgeable 
enough to know that what troubled Janice also troubled 
some five million other American women, yet the statis- 
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tics were no solace to him. Janice was his wife. And she 
could not bear to have him touch her. The thought of any 
man touching her, for that matter, was repugnant to her. 
She was in love with another woman, physically and 
emotionally involved with another woman, and the idea 
was wholly repulsive to him. 

They were still standing in the kitchen, silently staring 
at each other, when they heard the patter of bare feet 
coming toward the house. Harry turned to see Kathy 
Munson, dripping wet, entering from outside. She was 
wearing a one-piece black bathing suit which set off her 
small and compact body to perfection. Kathy, of course, 
was the friend Aggie had brought home. Now, as Kathy re¬ 
moved the bathing cap from her tousled blond hair, Har¬ 
ry wondered briefly if she were the girl with whom he 
had been lying on the grass the night before. 

“Good morning, everyone,” she chirped brightly, stop¬ 
ping just inside the door. The bright expression on her face 
faded quickly as she sensed the tension between the two 
adults standing before her. “I hope I’m not interrupting 
any family games.” 

Janice, composing herself quickly, smiled graciously. “Of 
course not, Kathy.” She turned to the stove and began pre¬ 
paring breakfast. 

Kathy gave Harry a warm, friendly smile, full of inno¬ 
cence. He knew then that she could not have been the 
girl on the grass. He would never have taken advantage 
of anyone so ingenuous. He put a hand to his head, 
which was still buzzing slightly. He knew he must have 
had a woman during the night, but for the life of him he 
could not remember who she had been. The lapse of mem¬ 
ory enormously disturbed him. 

“Boy,” Kathy said in her bubbling manner, “I bet you’ve 
got a head on you this morning, Mr. Jackson.” Her 
eyes swept up and down Harry’s body as if she were ap¬ 
praising him but did not fully realize the significance of 
such a glance. 

He smiled. “How would you know about such things. 
Kathy?” 

She laughed. “I’ve seen Dad with a hangover too many 
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times not to know. He doesn’t drink much, except at par¬ 
ties. Then he really lets go—like you did last night.” 

Harry had nothing to say. He turned and left the kitch¬ 
en. On the way to the shower, he paused for a moment 
outside the open guest-room door and again looked 
in at Aggie. He felt somewhat guilty peering in on her 
as she lay sleeping, but he could not resist taking another 
look at that lovely breast peeking out of her nightie. 

He heard footsteps behind him and turned just as Kathy 
was squeezing past him into the guest room. She smiled 
broadly, nodding almost knowingly. He felt rather ridicu¬ 
lous and was about to stammer an excuse for standing 
there, when she closed the door in his face. He turned 
away, humiliated, and hurried down the hallway. 


Last night must have really been something, he thought, 
as he stripped off his pajama bottoms. He stood there 
naked, debating whether or not to take a swim before 
breakfast; conscious of his aching muscles, he decided a 
shower would be enough. 

The cold water restored some semblance of life to his 
sore body, and later, while shaving, he again searched his 
memory, trying desperately to remember what had hap¬ 
pened the previous night. Regardless of how much liquor 
he had to drink, it was not like him to black out 
in such a manner. However, considering the turbulence 
of his life these past several months, he supposed that 
he was changing in many ways, that now anything was 
possible. 

He went back over the day methodically in his mind. 
Early in the afternoon he had gone to the park with Aggie 
—who had arrived with Kathy that morning for the two- 
week visit—and they had played four sets of tennis on one 
of the public courts. He recalled now how much he had 
enjoyed watching Aggie’s young body moving agilely over 
the court on the opposite side of the net. He had tried to 
fix her in his mind in a certain pose, as if he had in¬ 
tended later to put down on canvas the striking freshness 
and beauty that was Aggie. 
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The thought of painting made him shake his head dis¬ 
mally. He had not attempted to paint in nearly three 
years—since just after he had married Janice—and he had 
the feeling that he would never touch a canvas again. 
Now, looking at himself in the mirror, he reflected that 
he would probably end up like Harrison Morton, a his¬ 
tory teacher at the school, Harrison was a frustrated old 
man with flakes of dandruff always on his shoulders, feel¬ 
ing nothing but contempt for the world. 

After tennis, Harry and Aggie had stopped to have a 
coke before returning home and he remembered how, 
when arriving at the house, he had reached across to open 
the car door for her and had accidentally brushed his hand 
across her full young bosom. She had looked up at him, 
appraising him carefully with her violet eyes, but had 
said nothing. And then they had joined the others for a 
swim in the pool. A1 and Peg Canning had come over 
from next door. There had been many martinis poured 
and a great deal of laughter from everyone. 

But the nude girl? Who had she been? He remembered 
her lying beside him on the grass in the darkness, and 
he remembered her mouth moving over his, then down to 
his naked chest. That had been the first time in more 
than six months that he had fully made love to a woman. 
He kept searching his mind for her face and then sudden¬ 
ly he remembered who it had been. 

Donna Hendrix. 

Good God, he thought. Donna, his secretary. Why in 
hell had she come to their house? Yes, of course—she had 
been invited to the party. Donna Hendrix, the easiest lay 
in all of Los Angeles, and he had picked her to roll in the 
grass with. 

He finished shaving and went back to the bedroom to 
dress. As he was reaching into a drawer of his dresser 
for a clean pair of shorts, Janice came into the room and 
glanced at him casually, her eyes hesitating a moment 
over his nakedness. 

“Do anything for you?” he asked, grinning ironically. 

“You know better than that.” 
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“Oh, yes, that’s right. You like the same things I do. I 
keep forgetting.” 

“Let’s not start anything. I’m in no mood to argue with 
you.” 

“I’m not looking for an argument. You know damn well 
what I’m looking for.” He smiled. “Well, at least I got 
a little last night. I finally remembered who with. I assume 
that was what you were referring to before, when you 
condemned me for being a man.” 

“Are you proud of that little episode?” 

“Shouldn’t I be?” 

Janice dismissed the question with a wave of her hand. 
“Please, Harry, let’s not get involved in any more long dis¬ 
cussions about our sex lives. We both know what I am. 
I tried to work it out with you—God knows how hard 
I tried—and it didn’t succeed. I like it a certain way, and 
that’s that. We’ve been through this too many times now. 
I don’t want to discuss it any more—especially now that 
Aggie’s here. She’s my kid sister, and I want you to re¬ 
member what I told you. Don’t you act up while she’s 
here and make inferences about me, or I swear—” With¬ 
out finishing the threat, she turned and left him standing 
in the room. 

A chill passed through him. There was no question in 
his mind that she had meant every word. She would kill 
him to keep Aggie from knowing the kind of woman her 
sister really was. 
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Harry Jackson had first met Janice at party in Malibu, 
one of those dismal affairs common among the beach set, 
crowded with girls sporting plunging necklines and spout¬ 
ing too much arty talk over too many martinis. 

He had noticed her as soon as he had arrived. She 
had been standing alone in a corner of the crowded living 
room, and he had been intrigued by her astounding 
beauty, by the bored, slightly contemptuous expression on 
her face as she had watched the others milling about. She 
had been without a doubt the most beautiful woman in 
the room. The others, lovely as some were, had paled in 
comparison. Her copper-colored hair had been arranged 
softly about her face. She had been wearing a dark-gray 
cocktail dress which had accentuated the golden tan of 
her shoulders and long, slim arms. 

He had noticed the empty glass in her hand, and had 
gone to the bar and fixed two drinks—one for himself, the 
other for her. Then he had shouldered his way across 
the crowded room, expecting to be turned down when he 
offered her the drink, but determined to speak to her 
at least for a moment. He had been certain that she must 
have come to the party with one of the men there, who 
would probably come darting out of the crowd the moment 
another man approached her. 

“I thought you might like a fresh drink,” had been his 
first words to her. He extended the glass. 

She had regarded him coolly for a moment, then had 
smiled and said, “That was thoughtful of you. Thanks.” 
She had set her empty glass on the table beside her, had 
accepted the one he had offered her. 
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“Dreadful party,” he had said, certain that she would 
agree with him. “You don’t belong here.” 

“Where do I belong?” 

“That’s a dangerous question,” he had replied, gnn- 
ning. 

She had laughed so loudly that everyone had turned 
to look at them. 

“You’re right, whoever you are. It’s a dismal party and 
I don’t belong here. I’m bored to death. I don t understand 
the smart talk and all the jokes are over my head. I don’t 
really like the people, either. I’ve always been bored by 
parties like this. A lot of talk and a lot of pinching, and 
soon everyone will be pairing off and looking for a place 
where they can grunt and groan in private. Tomorrow 
morning no one will remember who they made love to.” 

“Have you got something against love?” 

“Not a thing, mister—not a thing. I love love.” 

“Are you alone?” 

“That’s a silly question. If I weren’t alone, I wouldn’t 
be talking to you.” 

“My name is Harry Jackson,” he had said, relieved that 
she was alone. 

“Janice Simms.” Her eyes had moved slowly up to an 
oil seascape on the wall next to them. “That Harry Jack- 
son?” she had asked, indicating the signature on the paint¬ 
ing. 

“The same,” he had said, rather embarrassed that she 
had noticed his name on the canvas. The painting had 
been one of his earlier ones, and not too well done. He 
had sold it to the party host in a weak moment when 
in need of money. 

“I’m sure you can do better,” she had said. 

“I have.” 

She had grinned mischievously. “Let’s get out of here, 
Harry Jackson. Let’s go where we can be alone, and you 
can tell me all about the life of the struggling young artist 
in this horrid commercial world of ours.” 

“I’ll do better than that. I’ll show you some etchings at 
my place.” 

“Just remember that I love love, Harry Jackson.” 
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And he had taken her to his place, a two-room cottage 
on the beach where one could watch the sun set every 
evening and dream about the future while listening to the 
surf breaking on the strand. 

She had looked at his paintings, mostly nudes, still-life 
studies, things over which he had struggled for months, 
and had said, “I’m afraid you’re in the wrong racket, 
Harry Jackson.” He had laughed nervously, and she had 
grinned. “I like your models. Did they enjoy posing in the 
nude like that?” 

“Some of them.” 

“I suppose you provided a little diversion during the 
rest periods.” 

“Once in a while.” He paused. “So you don’t like my 
paintings?” 

“That isn’t the point.” 

“What is the point?” he had asked. 

“The point is that they’re done nicely enough to bring 
in a few hundred dollars each, which isn’t too much, as 
you well know. You can sit out here on your fanny in this 
art colony, and have lots of fun with your models, and 
paint until you’re an old man, but you’ll never amount to 
anything. You’re just not that good.” 

He had been shocked and offended. She, a total stran¬ 
ger, who probably knew nothing whatsoever about art, 
had had the nerve to criticize his work. For a moment 
he had been about to tell her off, but in his heart he had 
known that what she had said was true. 

She had been as honest with him as occasionally he 
had been with himself. He had realized before that he 
did not have the talent to become the important painter 
he had once hoped to be. 

They had gone outside to the beach and had sat in the 
sand in front of his cottage, drinking red wine and talking. 
They had been careful not to touch one another as yet, 
as if aware that the first touch would set off the explosion. 
She had told him about her life. She was from a suburb 
of Kansas City and she had been bright enough to win a 
scholarship to a girls’ college in the East. She had studied 
hard, perhaps too hard; she had lost interest in the hard 
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grind of studying. Because of her beauty, she had drifted 
into modeling, and then into the chorus line in a show at 
a Las Vegas night club. She had saved enough money to 
allow her to live leisurely for a while without having to 
work. 

“I’ve been looking for a man,” she had told him, watch¬ 
ing the first rays of the morning sun glittering on the 
ocean. “The right man.” 

And then she had nestled her head against his shoulder. 
He had breathed the clean, sweet scent of her hair as it 
lay soft against his cheek. He had turned to kiss her, 
wanting her desperately, when suddenly she had moved 
away, laughing almost shyly. 

“I’m hungry,” she had said. 

“For what?” 

“Not for what you think.” 

“A hell of a time to want food,” he had growled. “That 
does a lot for my male ego.” 

“Your male ego, judging from those nudes in your 
paintings, is probably inflated enough as it is. Have you 
kept track?” 

“Of what?” 

“How many women you’ve had.” 

He had looked at her qucstioningly, wondering what 
was on her mind. He had felt as if she were teasing him 
with her puzzling questions and her exquisite body. 

Then suddenly she had leaned forward. Her tongue had 
darted out and licked his lips tantalizingly, moving slowly 
back and forth. His hand had clasped the back of her 
neck and he had begun pulling her toward him, but she 
squirmed free. 

“No,” she had whispered. “Not yet, not yet.” 

“Are you one of those teasing bitches?” 

“You’ll know better, Harry Jackson. I promise you that 
much.” 

The desire for her had burned in him; yet, looking 
into her eyes, he had known that he would not be able 
to take her without her consent. She was not the type to be 
overpowered with caresses. He had even thought he had 
seen fear in her eyes. She was the strangest girl he had 
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ever met and, briefly, he had wondered if she were real. 

She had turned her back to him, saying, ‘Til need 
some help from you. Unzip that.” And when he had run 
down the zipper, she had turned to face him again, had 
allowed the top of her dress to fall loosely into her lap. 
She had not been wearing a brassiere and, in the half- 
light of dawn, he had stared down at her magnificent 
breasts, the skin creamy-white against the deep tan of her 
shoulders. 

He had reached for those breasts, wanting to feel them, 
to hold them in his hands. 

And she had pulled away. “Not yet.” 

“Goddamn you,” he had said, almost choking on the 
words. 

She had begun to fondle the breasts herself, her hands 
gently massaging them, her fingers rubbing the nipples 
lightly, making them grow hard. Her mouth had been 
drawn back in a tight smile, and her pink tongue had 
kept flicking in and out, hypnotizing him with its wanton 
promise. 

“Now,” she had said in a strange voice, “right now, I 
want you to close your mouth over the nipples of my 
breasts, Harry Jackson. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 

He had reached with his mouth for one of the offered 
prizes, had closed his lips over it as she had told him to 
do, losing himself in the vastness of his passion. She had 
sat there, swaying back and forth, her hands running 
through his hair, a deep, chant-like sound rising in her 
throat. She had begun fumbling with the front of his 
slacks, gripping him hard, and groaning softly at the sight 
of him. 

And then she had pushed his head away, removing her 
hand from him, leaving him weak and unfulfilled. He 
had gazed at her in confusion as she had risen to stand 
over him, laughing lightly. 

“Give me five minutes, darling,” she had said. 

He had sat there in the sand, puzzled, watching her go 
quickly up the stairs and into the cottage. The slamming of 
the screen-door behind her had vibrated in his head. He 
had stood up, feeling dizzy, the cottage blurring before 
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his eyes. Had she really been with him, there on the beach? 
Had his fingers actually fondled and caressed those lovely 
breasts? He could not be sure. Perhaps he had been 
dreaming the whole thing. No, she had been real... he 
could still taste the sweetness of her flesh... 

He had waited the five minutes, impatiently, then had 
run up the stairs to the cottage. He had flung open the 
screen-door and had paused for a moment in the front 
room, hearing the sound of the pounding surf outside, feel¬ 
ing the pounding of his heart within him. 

Then she had called his name from the bedroom at 
the back of the cottage. He had rushed to her. She had 
closed the curtains, had turned on the bedside lamp. She 
had thrown back the blankets and was lying naked on 
the sheets, her arms and legs spread out, staring up at 
him. 

He had caught his breath at the sight of her incredible 
beauty. Every exquisite line of her body had seemed mold¬ 
ed to perfection. He had ripped off his clothes, had 
stumbled to the bed, falling upon her heavily, holding her 
down as if afraid that she would suddenly vanish unless he 
pinned her to the sheets with his muscular weight. 

And then she had screamed, and he had realized with 
a shock that he was the first man to have entered her 
private haven, and that awareness had intensified his pas¬ 
sion. He had become mad with lust. Their bodies had 
fused, their juices mingling. The rhythm of his movements 
had been brutal and she had not stopped screaming. Her 
shrieked words had seemed to come to him from a great 
distance. Nothing had been clear to Harry but the exqui¬ 
site sensations sweeping through his body. 

And then suddenly, he had felt lifted up and smashed 
down, and a whole rainbow of colors had shot before his 
eyes, and he had heard her scream one last time. 

The moment he had finished, sanity had returned. He 
had felt her trembling beneath him, had heard her quiet 
sobs. He had pulled away gently and rolled over on 
his back. Slowly he had turned his head and looked at her. 
Her eyes had been closed, the lashes wet with tears, 
her breasts rising and falling heavily. 
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“I didn’t think there were any like you left in this 
world,” he had panted. 

She had run a hand across her eyes, and had opened 
them slowly. Her lower lip had started to quiver. She had 
clamped her teeth hard upon it, staring at the ceiling. 

“I don’t get it,” he had said. 

She attempted a smile. “You don’t get what?” 

“Why you decided I was to be the one.” 

She had turned to look at him, tears still glistening 
in her eyes. 

“How old are you?” he had asked. 

“Twenty-two.” 

“And how did you ever manage to keep—” 

“Keep my virginity this long?” 

“Yes. It’s puzzling. You’re built as a woman is sup¬ 
posed to be built, curves in the right places, the whole 
business. You could have any man you want. Yet you 
pick me, a perfect stranger, to make love to you for the 
first time.” 

“Are you sorry I chose you?” 

“Are you kidding? You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve 
ever seen. You’re the kind of woman a man daydreams 
about but never expects to have.” 

“Then stop complaining.” 

“I’m not complaining.” 

“Then stop asking so many questions.” 

“All right. I just don’t understand you, that’s all.” 

“Maybe you never will. Let’s get dressed.” 

They had slipped out of bed then, had dressed in si¬ 
lence. Later they had driven to a beach restaurant and 
had had breakfast at a table near a window overlooking 
the ocean. He had barely tasted the food. He had not been 
able to take his eyes from her. The hunger he had begun 
to feel again could not be satisfied by food. Then, sud- 
enly, as if she had been reading his thoughts, she looked 
up at him and said: 

“Now?” 

“Now?” he had repeated uncertainly. 

“Yes,” she had answered. “I want you again, Harry. 
I don’t think I can wait.” 
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And a few minutes later, in the car, she had nibbed 
her breasts against his arm, had murmured in his ear all 
the things she intended to do to him when they reached 
the cottage. 

When they had finally arrived, they had stumbled out 
of the car, embracing one another on the steps. They had 
not reached the bedroom before she had already removed 
her dress and had tossed it on the floor. Then she had 
dropped to her knees, pulling him down, and had rolled 
over on the shag rug, her mouth open, her tongue flick¬ 
ing in and out. 

His mouth had met hers. Their bodies had tangled on 
the floor. 

They had stayed together longer that second time. She 
had seemed more relaxed, and had begun working her 
body to meet the thrusts of his hips. And then her finger¬ 
nails had been digging into his bare back. She had be¬ 
gun to scream again—yelling coarse, crude commands 
that drove him on, faster and faster, until finally it had 
seemed as if his entire being were flowing out of him, 
passing through him into her. 

They had lain still for a long while. The room had been 
filled with the sound of their heavy breathing. At last they 
had gotten up and moved to the bed. They had remained 
there the rest of the day and all that night, exploring each 
other, withholding nothing. A few times he had been puz¬ 
zled by the things she had asked him to do to her, yet 
he had obeyed gladly, wanting to satisfy her every desire, 
and afraid, also, that she might leave should he fail to 
comply with her wishes. The thought of losing her had 
nearly made him panic. He had wanted only to please 
her, to thrill her, to do all the things he had never done 
to a woman before. And he had wondered, watching her, 
if anything in the world could be lovelier than she, or 
more desirable, or more wanton. He had not been able 
to get enough of her, and she, seemingly, had not been 
able to get enough of him. 

The following morning, he had awakened completely 
exhausted, an enervated bundle of aching bones and mus¬ 
cles. 
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“I told you two things, Harry,” she had said to him, 
as the morning sun had seeped in through the window and 
bathed their naked, tired bodies. “One was that I love 
love. The other was that I’ve been looking for the right 
man. You’re elected.” 

He had not questioned her. He had considered himself 
too lucky at that point to question anything. Harry Jack- 
son, at that moment, had been positive that he was the 
happiest man in the world. 

That afternoon they had driven to Las Vegas to get 
married, and during the brief ceremony he had had the 
feeling that his life was just beginning, that until he had 
met Janice he had not begun to live... 


Harry sat on the edge of the bed, remembering their 
wedding night, and all the other nights of passion. But 
the desire he felt even now soon faded as he recalled 
another day, just six months before. 

Suffering from a headache, he had gone home early 
from school. The house had been quiet, and he had 
thought that Janice must have gone shopping, or perhaps 
to visit one of her friends. 

And then he had heard the sound of laughter coming 
from the direction of their bedroom at the rear of the 
house. He had opened his mouth, about to call to her, 
when he had realized that Janice was not alone. He had 
stood quietly in the living room for several seconds, 
and then had gone down the hallway to the bedroom. 

He had almost exploded when he had opened the 
door and looked inside. They had been sprawled on the 
bed—a tangle of naked legs and breasts and buttocks 
gleaming in the sunlit room. His knees had gone weak, 
and he had had to lean against the doorjamb to support 
himself. 

Janice had seen him first. She had shrieked loudly, 
and had scrambled to her feet, her mouth agape. 

“I—” she had managed to stammer, “I didn’t think— 
I mean—” 

The other girl had sat up on the edge of the bed. She 
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had had wide shoulders and narrow hips, and muscular 
thighs. Her breasts had been small and firm. She had said 
nothing, but her eyes had been apprehensive and alert. 

For a long while, what had seemed an eternity, all three 
had remained silent. He had merely stood in the doorway, 
staring at them dumbly. The sweat of their passion still 
had been glistening on their naked bodies. 

Then Janice had brushed the hair from in front of her 
eyes, and had turned to the girl, trying to smile. “Millie, 
I want you to meet my husband. This is Harry.” 

Instantly, a burning anger had welled up in him. He 
had clenched his fists, had stepped into the room as if 
about to attack them. He had wanted to smash their 
bodies with his fists, to beat them down like vicious, dead¬ 
ly, wild animals, and yet he had not been able to touch 
them. Instead, he had turned, had rushed from the house 
in a rage, his eyes stinging with tears. 

That night he had gotten drunk and had stayed drunk 
for the next two days. He had sworn that he was through 
with her, that he would never see her again. But later, 
after he had sobered himself and had tried to think clearly 
about what he had seen, he had decided to go back to 
her. 

“I love you,” he had told her. “You’re sick, and I want 
to help you.” 

“I don’t want your help,” she had answered. “I was this 
way before I met you. I love Millie. She means more 
to me than you do—than any man ever could. I thought 
perhaps I might make a life with you. I tried, Harry. So 
help me God—I tried! But it’s no good. It just won’t 
work. It’s got so I can’t stand to have you touch me.” 

He had pleaded with her for days to see a psychiatrist, 
but she had refused. 

“A psychiatrist can only help you if you want to be 
helped,” she had said. 

“Don’t you want to be helped?” 

“I want only Millie.” 

Again he had stormed out of the house, determined 
never to return, but he still could not bring himself to 
leave her. He had felt a responsibility toward her, a 
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sense of emotional indebtedness he could not deny. Had 
it not been for Janice, he would never have given up 
that useless life he had been leading as a would-be artist. 
He would never have settled down to a career in the 
academic world, where he had already achieved consid¬ 
erable success. He was grateful to her for that. He was 
grateful to her for many things. It had been her money, 
her savings, that had bought their house. And how many 
wonderful moments had they shared together in it. How 
could he forget all the pleasure she had given him as 
his wife? He could not leave her yet—at least, not until 
he was completely certain that there was no way to sal¬ 
vage the life they had once shared. 


Harry finished dressing. He went to the window and 
looked outside at the shimmering blue-green water in the 
rectangular swimming pool, at the border of flowers set 
against the whitewashed back fence, at the lush green lawn. 

Donna Hendrix. Her name came to him again as he 
stared out at the grass. More than six months without a 
woman, and he had taken Donna Hendrix. Half the men 
he knew had had her, and now he had added his name to 
the long list of Donna Club members. 

“Damn it,” he muttered to himself. 

He turned and left the room, prepared to face the 
recriminations he was likely to see in Aggie’s eyes after 
his escapade the night before, knowing the falseness he 
would see in Janice’s eyes as she played the role of the 
outraged wife—for the benefit of her younger sister. 
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Kathy stripped out of the wet bathing suit and tossed it 
into the bathtub. She reached for the fluffy pink towel 
on the rack and began to rub her young body harshly, 
as if punishing herself. She carefully avoided looking at 
her nakedness reflected in the mirror on the door. She 
had examined herself too often and knew very well 
what she looked like. She considered her shoulders much 
too broad, her hips too wide, her legs too short. She 
was overweight, which made her short frame appear al¬ 
most square—at least in her eyes. 

She shook her head despondently, remembering how 
carefully she had dieted during the previous month, after 
her parents had given their permission for her to accom¬ 
pany Aggie on this visit. She had lost ten pounds during 
that month and then, the first week off the diet, had put 
back five of the pounds. Five precious pounds! Two 
weeks of denying herself the things she craved, only to 
have the weight return so quickly. Dieting was not worth 
the effort. No matter how hard she tried, no matter how 
many delicious things she denied herself, she could not 
manage to keep her body slim. 

Well, she thought, this was her body, and there was 
not much she could do to change it. She had to face the 
unalterable fact that she had a “natural tendency to be 
overweight,” as her mother had told her time and time 
again. It was easy for her mother to say that, Kathy 
thought bitterly. Her mother, though forty years old, still 
had a slim figure that never failed to turn men’s heads. 
Kathy had seen men staring at her mother many times, 
just as Mr. Jackson had been staring at Aggie last night, 
and again this morning when Kathy had come up behind 
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him in the hallway. He had not stared at her, Kathy, 
though; men probably never would. 

Kathy had inherited her father’s short, stocky frame, 
and she had always held this against him, blaming him 
for her appearance. Now she peeked sidewise at her re¬ 
flection in the mirror, frowned unhappily at what she saw. 
Her breasts were large enough, but a girl had to have 
more than that to attract a man. She placed a hand on her 
stomach, and prodded and pushed, watching the bulge 
of flesh moving with her hand. 

Suddenly she felt as if she were going to cry. Turning 
away from the mirror, she sat down on the edge of the 
bathtub, which felt cold against her bare buttocks. She was 
feeling sorry for herself, as she had been doing more and 
more frequently of late. She rubbed the backs of her 
hands across her eyes, fighting back the tears. Crying, she 
told herself sternly, would not solve her problem. She 
would only look worse afterward, with her eyes all red 
and puffy. 

She shuddered. She knew now that she should never 
have come on this trip with Aggie. Aggie was her best 
friend, yet Kathy could not help feeling jealous of her. Ag¬ 
gie was the prettiest girl at school. All the boys chased 
her, making fools of themselves so that Aggie would notice 
them. Even Sherman. Yes, even Sherman. Sherman was 
Kathy’s boy friend, but she had seen the way he always 
looked at Aggie, staring at her as if he thought that any¬ 
one as beautiful as Aggie could not be real. 

Even after Kathy had allowed Sherman to go all the 
way with her, he still became misty-eyed whenever he 
looked at Aggie. Perhaps, Kathy thought, she should have 
stayed home while Aggie was away and taught Sherman 
a few lessons. He was not the only boy that she could 
have. There were others, many others. She searched her 
mind, recalling the faces of various boys as their names 
occurred to her. 

There was Allen, Aggie’s current steady. With Aggie 
away, Kathy felt, she might have had a chance with 
Allen. He had quite a reputation among the girk, although 
Aggie always denied that she had ever allowed him to 
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do anything to her. Maybe that was true, but Kathy was 
doubtful. Allen was so big, so deliciously handsome, with 
broad shoulders and curly blond hair, and it was not likely 
that Aggie would deny him anything he wanted. 

Kathy shook her head, and stood up. She was not going 
to cry now. Other people had problems, too, she thought. 
Last night she had heard the Jacksons arguing viciously. 
She knew what Mr. Jackson had done to that Hendrix 
woman. Aggie had told her last night that she had actually 
seen them making love out on the grass. 

In a way, Kathy was sorry for Aggie’s sister. How aw¬ 
ful she must feel, knowing that her husband had made love 
to another woman—a woman like Donna Hendrix, at that. 
Donna Hendrix was not nearly as attractive as Janice. 
Why, then, had Mr. Jackson made love to Donna? Maybe 
he had been drunk, and had not known what he was doing. 

Well, none of this was her concern. She should not 
worry herself over such things. She had enough troubles of 
her own; she needed those of the Jacksons like she needed 
a hole in the head. 

She opened the bathroom door and peeked out. The 
door to the hallway was open. She had closed it before, 
when Mr. Jackson had been staring in at Aggie, but now it 
was wide open again. Perhaps Mr. Jackson had wanted 
another look. 

Kathy frowned. Her clothes were in the dresser across 
the room, and to get to them she would have to walk 
naked past the opened door. Perhaps Mr. Jackson 
would come by again. She did not want him to see her like 
this. 

The springs of Aggie’s bed squeaked as she sat up, 
stretching her arms above her head. 

“My God,” she yawned, blinking sleep from her eyes, 
“what in the world are you doing there, Kathy?” 

Kathy felt suddenly ridiculous, and began blushing as 
she always did when embarrassed. “Close the door, will 
you?” she asked. 

“What?” 

“I asked you to close the door. That one,” and she 
pointed a finger in the direction of the door to the hall. 
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Aggie shook her head in obvious disgust. She crawled 
out of bed and padded to the door, slamming it shut with 
a loud bang. “There,” she said, turning toward Kathy, 
“are you satisfied?” 

Kathy stepped out from behind the bathroom door 
and walked as gracefully as she possibly could across to 
the dresser. She did not know why, but she disliked display¬ 
ing her body in front of Aggie. This was not the first time 
Aggie had seen her naked. Nevertheless Kathy felt uncom¬ 
fortable and absurdly self-conscious. 

“I just didn’t want anyone looking in at me, that’s all,” 
she said defensively. “I don’t see anything wrong in that.” 

Aggie laughed, and dropped to the bed again. “If 
you’re thinking of Harry taking a peek at you—well, 
Kathy, I just wouldn’t worry about that. Not at all.” 

Kathy removed panties from one of the dresser draw¬ 
ers, and stepped into them. “Well, he was looking at you,” 
she said, turning to face Aggie. 

Aggie’s eyes narrowed. “Are you sure?” 

“I wouldn’t kid about that, Aggie. I saw him. The 
door was open there and he was just standing in the hall¬ 
way, looking in at you. You were sleeping and—well, 
one of your things was sticking out. He acted kind of em¬ 
barrassed when I caught him staring.” 

“Did he say anything?” 

“What could he say?” 

“I don’t know. I just wondered, that’s all.” 

Kathy stared at her friend questioningly. Aggie seemed 
lost in thought, and Kathy wondered what she could be 
thinking about so deeply. Was it possible that Aggie had a 
crush on her sister’s husband? The idea disturbed Kathy. 
She certainly did not want their vacation ruined by some¬ 
thing like that. This was actually the first vacation she 
had ever had—the first time, at least, that she had ever 
been away from her parents for any length of time. She 
did not want to have it spoiled, especially through no 
fault of her own. 

“Aggie?” 

“What?” 

“Are you all right?” 
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“I’m fine,” Aggie replied, grinning brightly. 

For a moment Kathy looked at her friend admiringly. 
Aggie was a lovely girl. There was no doubt about that, 
Kathy was forced to admit in all honesty. Everything about 
Aggie seemed to have been put together perfectly. There 
was no blemish that spoiled her beauty, nothing that de¬ 
tracted from the simple fact of her loveliness. 

Kathy turned back to the dresser, taking out the clothes 
she wanted to wear. She put on her brassiere, then the 
white Capri pants that she had bought just before leaving 
home. She debated a moment, then chose a soft pink cardi¬ 
gan sweater that she knew would do justice to her bos¬ 
om, which was her best and most precocious feature. This 
sweater, or the way she looked in it, had brought her 
more than one whistle on the school grounds. She won¬ 
dered if Mr. Jackson would notice her breasts. The possi¬ 
bility pleased her. But when she turned toward Aggie, who 
was still sitting in the middle of her bed, Kathy’s spirits 
dissolved immediately, for she knew that as long as 
Aggie was around, no man would ever look at her. Ag¬ 
gie was far too much competition. There was no sense 
in even thinking that Mr. Jackson would pay any atten¬ 
tion to her when he had Aggie to look at. Yet she could 
not help wondering what it would be like to have Mr. 
Jackson kiss her, and run his hands over her body, feel 
her breasts the way Sherman had done. Oh, heck, she 
thought, there was no use in kidding herself. She had not 
enjoyed herself that night with Sherman. The whole thing 
had been a disappointment, not at all what she had ex¬ 
pected. It had hurt—it had hurt like nothing had ever hurt 
her before. And Sherman had been so silly and sloppy, 
beside himself with excitement. She had expected so much 
more. She wondered if making love with Mr. Jackson 
would be just as distasteful. But of course not, she told her¬ 
self immediately. Mr. Jackson was experienced. He would 
not grope and carry on the way Sherman had done. 

“Aggie,” she said, “did you really see Mr. Jackson and 
that—that woman last night? Really?” 

“For God’s sake, Kathy,” Aggie said, “will you please 
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quit calling him Mr. Jackson? You make it seem as if he’s 
a hundred years old.” 

“All right. It’s just that—well, he is older than we are. 
I feel funny calling him by his first name.” 

“He asked you to,” Aggie said, rather sharply. 

“I know.” Kathy hesitated. “You did see them, though, 
didn’t you?” 

“I told you I did.” 

“What were they doing?” 

“What do you think, silly?” Aggie scratched her bare 
knees, gr inn ing playfully at Kathy. “You know darned 
well what they were doing.” 

Kathy suddenly felt very nervous. She was also a little 
angry with Aggie. She wanted to know exactly what they 
had been doing. She wanted Aggie to describe everything 
she had seen. And she was certain that Aggie knew per¬ 
fectly well what she wanted. Aggie was playing a game 
with her, to make her nervous and uncomfortable. Aggie 
could be extremely cruel at times. 

“I just—well, I wondered,” Kathy stammered. She did 
not know what else to say. She had never seen anyone 
making love, and she wanted to know if it was with every¬ 
one as it had been with her and Sherman. She imagined 
there must be something more to sex than what she had 
had with him. “You know what I want to know, Aggie,” 
she said finally. “You know very well.” 

“You want a blow-by-blow description, is that it?” 

“Oh, nuts to you!” Kathy was furious. “You don’t have 
to tell me anything!” 

Aggie jumped from the bed and walked over to Kathy. 

“I’m sorry, Kathy, honestly,” she said. “I was just teas¬ 
ing you, and I shouldn’t.” 

Kathy was so conscious of Aggie’s beauty that she 
could barely look at her friend. Aggie’s nightgown, of a 
thin, translucent material, concealed nothing. Kathy wished 
desperately that she could have so lovely a body—slim 
and softly rounded. She was glad they had been such close 
friends this past year, sharing each other’s most intimate 
thoughts and dreams, confiding everything. She had even 
told Aggie about Sherman, and Aggie had told her about 
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the two boys with whom she had experienced sex. There 
was nothing they had not told each other. 

Aggie’s fingers brushed against her friend’s cheek. 
Kathy shivered at her touch, and backed away. 

“I said I was sorry,” Aggie said. 

“I know.” 

“You still can’t get over Sherman, can you?” 

“I guess not.” 

Aggie walked back, and sat on the edge of her bed. 
“You’ve got to believe me, Kathy, when I tell you that 
Sherman just didn’t know what he was doing. The first 
time for me wasn’t very good, either. I wouldn’t lie to 
you about that. You’ve just got to try it with someone 
else, someone who knows what to do.” She laughed. “Sher¬ 
man’s a dope anyway. I can’t imagine why you picked 
him to be the first one.” 

“Okay, so I made a mistake with him,” Kathy said. 
“I can’t take it back now. It’s done. There’s one thing 
in life you can never get back—your virginity.” 

“It will be better the next time,” Aggie assured her. 

“I hope so. It was so—well, sort of disgusting. I didn’t 
like it at all.” 

“That Donna Hendrix liked it last night, believe me.” 
Aggie hunched her shoulders as if she were suddenly cold. 
“That’s the first time I’ve ever seen anything like that. 
It sort of got to me, Kathy.” She ran her tongue over 
her lips. “Last night, I lay in bed here for a long time, 
just thinking about how they looked, how much she en¬ 
joyed it. I almost got up and went into Harry’s bed, I 
got that excited. I think I would have if he wasn’t mar¬ 
ried to my sister. You get someone like him, Kathy, and 
you’ll like it. He’ll make you like it.” 

“But I—” Kathy stopped as the door opened and Janice 
came into the room. For a moment she was annoyed that 
Janice had interrupted them. She had wanted to hear 
more about last night, and about Aggie’s other experiences. 

“Are you girls going to stay in here all day?” Janice 
asked. 

Aggie giggled playfully. “We’re just lazy.” 

Janice smiled. Kathy gazed at her admiringly. She had 
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never seen anyone quite as beautiful as Janice. She was 
even more beautiful than Aggie. Aggie’s beauty was that 
of a young, blossoming girl, while Janice’s beauty was 
that of a fully matured woman, a woman of experience. 
Kathy found herself imagining Janice and Harry together, 
and the scene that whirled in her mind sent a warm flush 
spreading over her. 

“Do you feel okay, Kathy?” Janice asked. 

“Why—yes, of course.” 

“You’re very pink,” Janice said. “It looks as if you may 
have a temperature.” 

Aggie rolled back on the bed, laughing shrilly, her 
arms clasped around her middle. 

Kathy was suddenly angry. “Oh, cut it out, Aggie!” 
she snapped. 

“Did I interrupt some private joke or something?” 
Janice asked. 

Aggie, with some difficulty, managed to gain control 
of herself and sat up, laughing more softly. “I’m sorry, 
sis. We were just exchanging a few confidences when you 
came in—that’s all. We were talking about our sex lives, 
and I have an idea Kathy is still thinking about what I 
was telling her. She’s probably—” 

“Please, Aggie!” Kathy said, near shouting. 

“Oh, what harm is there in discussing it?” Aggie said. 
“We’re all mature enough to discuss anything. At least, 
I hope we are.” 

Janice shook her head, frowning. “I imagine that you 
might have been discussing what happened between Harry 
and Donna last night.” She shrugged helplessly. “There’s 
not much I can say. You both know what happened. 
If there was an adequate excuse or apology, I’d give you 
one, but there isn’t. Harry is just Harry. He’s a man, and 
that means he does things in a certain way. Maybe when 
you’re both older, things like this won’t shock you as 
much.” 

“I’m not shocked,” Aggie said calmly. “I certainly know 
the facts of life.” 

Janice stared quietly at her sister for a moment. “I won’t 
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question that, Aggie,” she said. “It’s none of my business 
what you’ve done.” 

“We’ll just keep it that way,” Aggie said, and there was a 
bitterness in her tone that had not been there before. 

Kathy felt uneasy. The tension between Aggie and her 
sister seemed to fill the room. Janice turned without saying 
anything more, and walked stiffly into the hall, closing the 
door behind her. Kathy felt sorry for her, knowing how 
difficult it must have been for her to admit what her hus¬ 
band had done. Kathy could not understand Harry at all. 
Why would a man make love to another woman when he 
was married to someone like Janice? 

“You weren’t very nice to your sister,” Kathy said. 

“Wasn’t I?” Aggie climbed from the bed. 

“You know you weren’t.” 

“Do you expect me to apologize?” 

“I don’t expect you to do anything,” Kathy said. 

Aggie pulled the nightgown over her head, and stood for 
a moment staring at the closed door. “You don’t know 
what it’s like to have a sister like Janice,” she said. “All 
my life I’ve been told how much she’s done, how 
beautiful she is, how smart she is, how this and how 
that.” Aggie shook her head. “To hell with it!” she snapped 
and stalked into the bathroom. 

Kathy stood in the middle of the room, surprised at 
Aggie’s bitterness towards her sister. Kathy had never 
before heard Aggie speak that way. She had always been 
so confident—perhaps now Aggie was afraid that her own 
good looks paled in the light of her sister’s beauty. Kathy 
wondered how Aggie would behave as the days went by. 

Kathy turned and looked at herself in the mirror over 
the dresser, running her fingers over the sweater she was 
wearing, feeling the fullness of her breasts beneath the 
soft wool. Maybe she was not as bad off as she had imag¬ 
ined. Aggie, for all her beauty, obviously had many prob¬ 
lems; apparently Janice had problems, too. Perhaps 
beauty created problems, Kathy thought. 

She grinned at herself in the mirror. She enjoyed feel¬ 
ing her breasts this way. She could feel the nipples grow¬ 
ing hard as she pinched them gently through the sweater. 
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She again began to think of Donna Hendrix and Harry ly¬ 
ing on the grass. But then she stopped herself and dropped 
her hands from her breasts. She could not allow herself 
to think such thoughts. Aggie had told her that the next 
time would be better. She hoped that it would be, but 
until that time, there was no point in dreaming. 

She heard the shower running in the bathroom. She 
looked in that direction, sighed, shook her head, and then 
went out into the hallway, feeling more secure than she 
had ever felt before. 
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Harry stirred uncomfortably, conscious of the hot sun 
against his face. He opened his eyes and looked down at 
the Sunday newspaper scattered on the flagstone patio. 
He remembered now that he had come out here to read 
the paper, to be alone for a while—and he had fallen 
asleep. The back of his shirt was soaked through with 
perspiration. He felt a drop running down between his 
eyes and brushed it away with the back of his hand. 

Damned heat, he thought. He wished that a big, dark 
cloud would suddenly come between him and the sun, 
blotting out the blaze, and then open up and release a 
storm of cool wonderful rain that would soak his body to 
the bone. 

He sat up, gazing across at the blue water of the 
pool. The pool was one of the many luxuries bought and 
paid for with Janice’s money. He was idly considering the 
idea of taking a swim when he heard someone behind 
him. He turned his head and saw Janice coming from 
the house, pausing to close the sliding glass doors behind 
her. She looked over at him, hesitated a moment, then 
walked toward him slowly. He did not want to speak to 
her now, and reached down to gather up the newspaper 
scattered at his feet. 

“It’s almost one o’clock,” she said, coming up to him. 
“You had a good nap. Do you feel any better?” 

“Do you care?” 

“Harry, let’s not quarrel now, please.” 

“Why the hell not?” he asked. “I certainly don’t feel 
in a mood to be polite to you.” 

She sat down on the chaise longue beside him, folding 
her hands rather primly in her lap, her head bent for- 
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ward slightly. She was so damned sensuous-looking, he 
thought. Even sitting there quietly, everything about her 
screamed of sex. 

“I suppose you have a right to feel the way you do,” 
she said. “At least, to your way of thinking, you have that 
right. I’ve told you before that I’m sorry, Harry. I don’t 
know what else I can say or do.” 

“You can start acting like a woman again,” he said, 
and immediately regretted the words. The time was past 
for such remarks. He would not beg her again for the 
love that he considered rightfully his—a love she was ap¬ 
parently incapable of giving. 

“Would that make you feel better?” she asked. 

“I’m not sure,” he said sullenly. 

“We could go to bed now, if you like. You could make 
love to me for a while, and we’ll see what happens.” 

“It was good once, Janice,” he said. 

“Yes.” 

“Then maybe once more I could make you feel—” 

“No, Harry,” she broke in, shaking her head. “It could 
never be that way again. I tried very hard to love you. 
You know I did. But—” 

“Was it nothing more than an act on your part? I 
can’t believe that you never enjoyed it with me.” 

“I wanted to enjoy it more than I actually did. I 
wanted you, as a man, to love me. But I have never felt 
what a normal woman should feel, I suppose. I couldn’t, 
Harry—no matter how hard I tried.” 

“Then what would be the sense in trying it again now?” 

She placed a hand on his knee, squeezed affectionately. 
“You may find this difficult to believe, Harry, but I hon¬ 
estly have a feeling of affection for you, whether or not 
you think it is the right kind of feeling. I don’t want—well, 
I don’t want to drive you to someone like Donna Hen¬ 
drix again. That wouldn’t be fair of me, would it?” 

“I’m not sure what ‘fair’ is any more,” he said. “I’m not 
sure of anything these days.” 

“Feeling sorry for yourself?” 

“Maybe,” he replied honestly. “If I am, I think there’s 
good reason for it.” He wanted, suddenly, to reach out 
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for her, to draw her to him, and he had to restrain him¬ 
self with all his will. “It isn’t often,” he said, “that a man 
possesses someone as lovely as you. But I’ve lost you, 
and I feel that loss deeply, Janice. I can’t deny that. I’m 
not sure what makes you tick inside—why you’re the way 
you are—but during the times we did have together, you 
put every other woman I’ve ever known to shame.” 

“Possibly because I tried so hard,” she said. 

“Possibly.” 

She lifted her hand from his knee, and shaded her eyes 
for a moment, looking at him intently. “This is the first 
time in a long while that we’ve been able to talk like this, 
Harry, without all that bitterness and anger. Do you hate 
me very much, Harry?” 

“No, I don’t hate you.” 

“You’ve told me you do.” 

“What one says in anger—” He shrugged, dismissing 
what he had been about to say. “It doesn’t make any dif¬ 
ference, now.” 

She dropped her hand to her lap, and looked toward 
the house. Harry followed her gaze, wondering what was 
on her mind. She was right, he thought. This was the first 
time in months that they had spoken to one another so 
calmly, without cutting and slashing at each other in rage 
and bitterness. A vague hope lightened his heart, but then 
quickly disappeared as again he recalled that dreadful 
scene with Millie. As long as he lived, he would never 
forget the shock of that moment, when he had found them 
together, locked in each other’s arms on the bed. Was it 
useless to hope that Janice could ever really be his wife 
again, in the same warm, wonderful way she had been in 
the beginning? 

“Harry,” she said, interrupting his thoughts, “was it 
good last night—with Donna?” 

Harry shrugged. “I can’t even remember, that’s how 
good it was. I suppose I should be civilized enough to 
apologize for my actions. I know how embarrassing it 
must have been for you, in front of your sister.” 

“You don’t need to apologize,” she said quietly. 

He looked at her. The bright sun made her hair seem 
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an even deeper red. Her mouth was slightly open, the lips 
moist and full, and he recalled, with a tug at his heart, 
the many times he had tasted those lips, felt them against 
his own in a fury of passion. He looked away from her, 
trying to dismiss the recollection. Remembering was much 
too painful. 

“I consider it my fault,” she said in that same quiet 
voice. 

“Really?” he asked, suspiciously. 

“Really.” 

“Why are you being so nice to me?” 

She smiled again, ironically. “We’ve come a long way, 
haven’t we, Harry? You don’t trust me, do you? I’m sit¬ 
ting here, trying to be nice to you, and your mind is cook¬ 
ing like mad, trying to figure out what it is I want from 
you, what it is I’m after. Does it have to be that way, 
Harry?” 

He did not reply. The sound of loud music suddenly 
blared out over the patio from the house, grating his 
nerves. 

“I meant what I said before,” Janice went on. 

“About what?” 

“About going to bed with you. Right now, Harry. Just 
look at me and tell me that you want me. That’s all you 
have to do. I’ll go inside with you and let you do what¬ 
ever you want with me.” 

“Why?” 

“Why?” She slowly shook her head. “I’m not sure that 
I know why, Harry.” 

“Because of your sister?” 

“Maybe. I won’t lie to you. That may be the reason. 
She saw you last night with Donna, actually saw you mak¬ 
ing love to her. She must think there’s something wrong 
with me if my husband had to go to another woman for 
sex. I don’t want her to think that, Harry.” 

A dull pain began throbbing on the left side of his 
head. He put a hand to his temple and rubbed gently, 
but the pain would not go away. 

“You want Aggie to watch us?” he asked. 

Janice gasped and jumped to her feet. Her fingers were 
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bent like claws as she stared dowo at him. For an instant 
he thought she was actually going to attack him. But then 
she relaxed and stepped back, her mouth set in a thin, 
hard line. 

“I guess I deserved that,” she said. 

“I guess you did.” 

“It was a low blow, Harry. Damned low.” 

He tried to laugh. “You’ve got a lot of guts, Janice, 
saying something like that after what you’ve done to me. 
You’ll never know how I felt that day when I walked 
in on you and Millie. I felt as if the whole world had 
dropped from under me. I loved you so damned much, 
Janice. I can’t look at you now, this minute, without re¬ 
membering how you were that day, how you and Mil¬ 
lie—” 

“Stop it, Harry!” 

“Why should I? Does it hurt you to know how I feel?” 

“I just—” She turned, and looked toward the house 
again. Her shoulders were slumped. “I’m sorry about that, 
Harry,” she said. “I know it must have been a dreadful 
shock, finding us that way. I had wanted to tell you for 
a long time. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it, that’s all. 
I can’t explain the way I am, Harry. I only know that 
it means so much more to me with a woman than it does 
with a man.” 

He got to his feet slowly, and stood beside her, con¬ 
scious of the sun burning down on them, of the heat of 
his own longing as his eyes fed on her beauty. 

She reached out and touched his arm. “We could try, 
Harry,” she murmured. “We could try now.” 

“Does that mean you want to be my wife again?” 

“I am your wife. I want to be your wife. But I couldn’t 
give up Millie. I couldn’t do that.” 

“In other words,” he said gruffly, “you’re offering your¬ 
self to me for as long as your sister is here, so that I won’t 
risk embarrassing you in front of your sister again. That’s 
not a very good offer, Janice. What would Millie think 
if she knew you were letting your husband make love to 
you?” He did not wait for an answer. “Thanks,” he went 
on, “but no, Janice. I don’t think I could make love to 
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you now, not the way a man should make love to a 
woman.” 

“I’m trying to be nice about this whole thing, Harry,” 
Janice said. “You’re making it very difficult for me.” 

“That’s not my intention, believe me. I just don’t feel 
like having you now. Check with me tonight. Maybe by 
then I’ll have changed my mind.” 

“Damn you,” she whispered furiously. She turned away 
from him, and started toward the house. 

He watched the smooth motion of her buttocks be¬ 
neath the tight shorts, remembering how once his hands 
had gripped them, held them. He had not told her the 
truth just now. He still urgently wanted her and he want¬ 
ed her this moment. There was no use denying that. He 
wanted her, regardless of what she was. 

He waited a moment longer, than slowly walked across 
the patio and into the house. The music from the hi-fi 
was louder inside, and seemed to pound into the reces¬ 
ses of his brain. And then the music ceased, and the 
sudden quiet shocked him with its intensity. He walked 
down the hallway toward his bedroom. Passing the guest 
room, he heard Kathy and Aggie laughing behind the 
closed door. 

When he reached his own room, Janice was standing 
beside the bed. She had removed her blouse and bras¬ 
siere and was unbuttoning the tight-fitting shorts. Her 
swimming suit lay on the bed. 

“The girls and I are going for a swim,” she said, as 
he closed the door. “Would you like to join us?” 

He leaned against the door, and folded his arms, star¬ 
ing at her. “That’s as good a way as any to pass the time,” 
he said. 

She picked up the swimming suit, watching him cur¬ 
iously, a faint smile on her lips. “You’re staring,” she said. 

“I know,” he said huskily. “You’ve got the most beauti¬ 
ful breasts I’ve ever seen. They’re—gorgeous, though 
that word doesn’t do them justice at all.” 

“You’ve seen enough of other bosoms. By now you 
should be a good judge.” 

“Does—docs Millie kiss them?” 



UNNATURAL WIFE 


49 


“I don’t think I should answer that.” 

“Does she?” 

“Of course.” She ran her hands over her breasts, fin¬ 
gering the nipples, still smiling as he watched. “Come 
here, Harry,” she said, glancing at his eyes, then lowering 
her gaze. “Come here. There’s no point in denying your¬ 
self what you want so badly. You do want me, Harry, 
don’t you?” 

He moved away from the door, his heart pounding fur¬ 
iously, passion rising within him as he stepped toward her. 
With each step, he kept telling himself that he should not 
go to her, that she was merely using him, yet he could not 
help himself. He reached out, and touched lightly, al¬ 
most delicately, the satin-smooth skin about her nipple. 

Suddenly, she threw her arms around his neck, crush¬ 
ing her body against his. He could feel her breasts press¬ 
ing to his chest, and then her mouth upon his mouth. 
He closed his eyes as her tongue moved lightly over his 
lips the way it used to, tantalizingly, promising so much. 
Her fingers fondled his neck, his hair. Her body writhed 
against his in what could have been an agony of passion. 
He felt his flesh responding; he pushed his hips forward 
against her. 

They separated, finally, each breathing hard. He kept 
his eyes on her heaving breasts, trying to blot out the 
knowledge that her real needs were twisted. But that tra¬ 
gic fact had been planted solidly in his mind, and he could 
not ignore it, regardless of how he tried. One part of 
him yearned for her, wanted him to throw her down on 
the bed and take his fill of her, while another part of 
him was repelled by the mere idea of touching her. Yet 
he was tormented less by his inner conflict than by the 
bitter hopelessness of his love for her. 

Her hand came toward him. He felt her fingers strok¬ 
ing him. Her eyes were half-closed, unreadable. He could 
not guess her thoughts. She reached out her other hand, 
and he felt her fingers tugging at his clothing, then close 
on the hardness of his body. 

“Darling,” he said, shuddering. 

He bent his head, his lips drawing on her nipple as if 
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it contained the strength he needed in order to live. He 
moved his cheeks against the smoothness of her breasts, 
turning his head from side to side. She muttered some¬ 
thing, but he did not listen. His consciousness was com¬ 
pletely absorbed in the taste and feel of her flesh. 

A sudden sound startled him. He pulled away, whirled 
to see Aggie standing in the doorway. 

“I guess I should have knocked,” Aggie said, smiling 
uneasily. 

“That would have been the polite thing to do,” Janice 
replied, her voice strained and tight. 

Harry, suddenly conscious of his appearance, fumbled 
with his clothes in a clumsy attempt to make himself 
more presentable, thinking how inane the whole thing must 
appear to Aggie. 

“That’s all right,” Aggie said boldly. “You don’t need 
to be embarrassed, Harry. This certainly isn’t the first 
time I—” 

“Aggie,” Janice sharply interrupted, “I think you’d bet¬ 
ter leave.” 

“Of course.” The girl started to go, then turned to face 
them again. “You’re quite a man, Harry, but I suppose 
you know that without my telling you,” she said, and 
quickly left, closing the door. 

Harry was gazing at Janice. “I have the definite feel¬ 
ing that this whole thing was planned,” he said. “I 
don’t know how you managed it, but I think you did.” 

“That’s utterly absurd, Harry.” 

“Is it? I don’t think so.” His breathing had returned 
to normal. The excitement he had felt before Aggie had 
interrupted them was now replaced by cold fury as he 
stared at Janice accusingly. “You haven’t let me touch 
you in six months. And now you suddenly throw your¬ 
self at me. Why, Janice? What are you trying to prove 
to your sister? Or prove to yourself?” 

“You’re being ridiculous, Harry,” Janice said icily. 
“How in the world could I plan something like this? I 
had no idea that Aggie would come into the room.” 

“It’s strange,” he said slowly, “how I can look at you 
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now, at the beauty of your body, and yet not be disturbed 
by that beauty. A moment ago—” 

“Harry,” she said, turning away from him, “I’m going 
for a swim. We can talk later.” 

“Don’t want to continue where we left off?” he asked 
ironically. 

“Do you?” she said, glancing at him out of the corner 
of her eye. 

He did not reply. He watched her step out of her shorts 
and panties. 

She picked up her swimming suit, stepped into it, and 
began tugging it up over her hips. She said, without look¬ 
ing at him, “As long as I’ve been honest with you, I 
don’t have to feel guilty because of you.” 

“You’re like a faucet,” he said bitterly. “You can turn 
hot or cold in an instant.” 

She laughed shortly. “On again, off again—that’s me. 
Sounds like a joke—” 

“I suppose you think you can turn me on and off 
whenever you like, too.” 

“If that were my intention, Harry, I’m confident I could 
easily accomplish it.” 

“You’re a bitch, Janice. A first-class bitch.” 

She smiled but said nothing. He watched her go into the 
bathroom and return in a moment with a towel draped 
over her shoulders. She walked past him, leaving him stand¬ 
ing alone in the room, bewildered, angry and confused. 
Was there no way to overcome this wracking torture, this 
cruel dilemma? The courses open to him were equally 
shattering. To remain here, to continue to live with Janice 
under such circumstances, was impossible if he were to 
maintain his own integrity as a man. At the same time, to 
leave her would destroy his hopes, end once and for all 
his dreams, force on him renunciation of his loyalty and 
his principles. 

He closed his eyes and wearily rubbed his hand across 
his forehead. He had always faced his problems squarely 
and had taken pride in doing so. Often he had found that 
time, imagination and patience would overcome difficul¬ 
ties seemingly insurmountable. But insofar as Janice was 
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concerned, time and familiarity served only to increase 
his problem to frightening proportions. 

He knew that he deeply needed Janice, just as he deep¬ 
ly desired her body, wanting to possess her wholly. And, 
knowing the hopelessness of attaining possession, he still 
followed the faint will-o-the-wisp of hope that led him 
ever farther into the morass of misery and indecision. 

He undressed slowly and put on his swimming trunks. 
Could be that a swim in the pool would help to clear 
his thoughts. Anyway, he needed some exercise. 
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He walked through the silent house and stepped outside 
to the patio. Kathy plunged into the water as he ap¬ 
proached the pool. Janice was standing at the tiled edge, 
fitting her hair under her swimming cap. She saw him, and 
grinned pleasantly, obviously wanting to avoid any bicker¬ 
ing, at least for the time being. She dived gracefully and 
swam the length of the pool beneath the surface. 

“Are you just going to stand there in the hot sun, or are 
you going into the water?” 

He turned and saw Aggie reclining on the chaise be¬ 
neath the shade of an umbrella. Her legs were crossed, her 
raised foot bobbing up and down. 

“I’ll try the water,” he answered. 

“I imagine you need a little cooling off about now,” she 
said, smiling at him. 

“You’ve got quite a tongue,” he said. 

She laughed, and bounded to her feet. She was breath- 
takingly beautiful in her brief swimming suit—a narrow 
strip of plaid cloth which barely covered her young breasts, 
and a small triangle of the same material, tied at each hip, 
which accentuated her long legs and rounded thighs. 

“I don’t need to use my imagination where you’re con¬ 
cerned,” Aggie said, now standing in front of him with her 
hands on her hips. 

“What?” He glanced uneasily toward the pool. Janice 
and Kathy were swimming slowly back and forth. 

“Fve seen you in action twice now,” Aggie said, brush¬ 
ing her arm against his. He looked down at her. The feel 
of her skin was cool and refreshing. He found himself 
wondering just how much Aggie knew about her sister. 

“Much to my embarrassment,” he said. 
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“Well, I hope you’re not still embarrassed,” Aggie said. 
‘That would be silly. Especially since I like what I saw 
both times.” 

Harry attempted to smile. “Aggie, don’t play games with 
me. You’re old enough to know better.” 

He looked into her eyes. She bore such a striking re¬ 
semblance to Janice that he began to wish she had never 
come on this visit. “You had no business breaking into the 
room like that. It was rude of you, and I don’t think you 
should be quite so flippant about it.” 

She pouted, glancing up at him. “Don’t lecture me,” she 
said, hitching up the top of her swimming suit, which had 
slipped down a bit. “I don’t like to be lectured by anyone, 
least of all by a brother-in-law.” 

“I’m not lecturing you,” Harry said. “I was just stating 
a fact.” 

“Facts are boring.” She looked past him, toward the 
pool, and laughed good-naturedly. “Janice is staring at us,” 
she said. “She probably thinks you’re trying to seduce me.” 

“That’s the furthest thing from my mind.” 

“Possibly,” she said, “though it’s not very flattering to 
me. I suppose after last night with that Hendrix woman 
and then again today with Janice, you’re probably too tired 
even to think about sex. I know that much about men— 
there’s a limit to what they can do.” She grinned up at him. 
“I imagine you’re more man than most I’ve met” 

“You’re playing games again, Aggie.” 

“I’m not playing games,” she said, her expression sud¬ 
denly serious. “I don’t do things that way, Harry. You’ll 
find out before too long.” 

He was about to reply when she darted past him and 
dived into the water. He turned and saw Janice resting 
against the side of the pool near him. She was staring up, 
her eyes squinted against the glare of the sun. He marveled 
at how similar were she and Aggie, in both personality and 
appearance. Both were blunt and forthright, and both 
possessed a degree of beauty and sensuousness that he had 
rarely seen in women. 

He took a breath, knifed down into the water and stayed 
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beneath the surface until his lungs felt about to burst. 
Surfacing, he began swimming lazily back and forth across 
the pool. The water was too warm, yet it helped relax his 
tired muscles and gradually he seemed to lose himself in 
the gentle rhythm of his strokes. He swam until a dull ache 
began tightening his muscles again. 

When he climbed out of the pool, somehow he felt 
cleansed mentally and physically. Even the glaring sun 
seemed more bearable. He looked around, but did not see 
any of the girls. He sat at the edge of the pool until the 
sun dried his body, and then went into the kitchen. He 
took a can of beer from the refrigerator and sat down at 
the table in his wet trunks. Sipping the cold beer, he heard 
the car leaving the driveway, and wondered where Janice 
was taking the girls. They must be going shopping, he de¬ 
cided, glad that they would be leaving him alone for a 
while. 

But then came a noise from the living room, sounding 
as if something had dropped to the floor. He got up and, 
taking the beer with him, walked out of the kitchen to in¬ 
vestigate. 

Aggie was sitting cross-legged in the middle of the room, 
a stack of five or six books on the floor beside her. She 
picked up one of them and placed it carefully on top of 
her head, then sat rigidly for a moment, trying to balance 
the volume. 

He said, “You’re supposed to walk with the book on 
your head.” 

She looked up quickly. The book toppled to the floor. 
“See what you’ve made me do,” she said, dismayed. 

“My deepest apologies.” 

She scrambled to her bare feet and walked toward him. 
She had changed into a pink-and-white cotton sheath held 
up by thin straps at the shoulders. “Do you feel better 
now?” she asked and Harry thought he detected a sincerity 
in her eyes that he had not seen there before. 

“Better?” 

“Than you did before your swim.” 

“Much better, thanks.” 

“That’s good.” 
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“Janice wouldn’t like you using her books like this,” 
Harry said. “She treasures her books, you know.” 

“Oh, pooh,” Aggie said, grinning. “Besides, Janice and 
Kathy have gone shopping.” She stepped closer to him 
and stopped, scrutinizing him carefully, her eyes sparkling. 
“We’re all alone in the house now,” she said. 

“What is that supposed to mean?” 

“I told you before,” she said, reaching out slowly and 
placing a hand against his bare chest, “that I wasn’t play¬ 
ing games with you.” She moved closer, and her fingers be¬ 
gan making little circles on his chest. “I could prove it to 
you, if you want me to, Harry.” 

He laughed and caught her by the wrist, pulling her 
close to him, so that their bodies slightly touched. He 
looked down into her eyes, wondering exactly how far she 
expected him to go. Perhaps she was no longer a virgin, he 
thought, but he wondered just how much she really knew 
about sex and how much of her sophisticated talk was 
pretense. She was a child with a woman’s body, he de¬ 
cided. Should he give her a good scare, something she 
undoubtedly needed to cure her of this absurd behavior? 

“Aggie,” he said, bending over her until their faces were 
nearly touching, “you’re a charmer, that’s for sure. You’re 
beautiful and sexy, and there must be at least a hundred 
boys back home pining for you. You don’t need to prove 
anything to me.” 

“Kiss me,” she whispered. “Just once—kiss me.” 

“It wouldn’t be any good, Aggie,” he said, realizing that 
his heart had begun to beat faster, wondering why he was 
allowing himself to play this silly little game with her. 

“Let’s try,” she insisted. “Let’s find out for ourselves.” 

“Honey, I’m your brother-in-law. Your sister is my wife. 
If you’ve got some ax to grind, go ahead and grind it, but 
please find someone else to help you, not me. I have 
enough problems right now.” 

She licked her lips. “You talk too much,” she said. “This 
is better than talk.” And before he was able to comprehend 
her intentions, her arms were around his neck, her soft, 
parted mouth pushing against his. He felt her tongue, alive 
and warm, pressing between his lips. He closed his eyes, 
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forgetting who she was and where they were standing. 
Nothing mattered but that single moment, and he was 
surprised at the strength with which she was holding him. 
He responded to her kiss with rising passion. They stood 
locked in each other’s arms, their tongues exploring the 
warm, moist hollows of each other’s mouths. Then her 
tongue slipped away and moved over his cheek, her breath 
hot against the side of his face. He heard the quickening of 
her breathing. His hand slid down the curve of her back, 
feeling the strength of her resilient young body as she 
pushed herself against him. 

“God,” she whispered tightly. “Oh, God!” 

His lips were moving over her chin. He lowered his head 
as she lifted hers, and his mouth ran down the side of her 
neck and pressed against the base of her throat. 

“I can feel you,” she cried. “Oh, Harry, I want you— 
please!” 

A surging lust rose within him, controlling his body, 
overpowering his mind. But then, all at once, reason re¬ 
turned, and again the awareness of who Aggie was, of how 
young she was, and it forced him to release her. He stum¬ 
bled backward, holding her at arm’s length, as if he were 
suddenly afraid of her. 

“No,” he said. “No, Aggie, for God’s sake.” 

She stood with her hands clenched at her sides, her eyes 
closed. “I never thought a kiss could make me want any¬ 
one so much,” she said. 

When she opened her eyes, he was again struck by her 
resemblance to Janice. For an instant, in his confusion he 
actually imagined that Janice, not Aggie, was standing 
before him. 

“I’m all hot inside, Harry,” she said, “I’m burning up. I 
want you, Harry. Please take me.” 

He tried to laugh. He realized that he was still holding 
the can of beer in his hand. He felt foolish and awkward. 
He crossed the room unsteadily and placed the can on the 
cocktail table in front of the couch. Then he turned to the 
girl. 

“Aggie, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have kissed you like that. 
This never should have happened.” 
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“But it did happen—you did kiss me.” 

“I can only say I’m sorry.” 

“That isn’t enough, Harry,” she said. “I don’t want an 
apology from you. I want more than that—much more.” 

“But there can’t be any more, Aggie,” he said. “My 
God—” He turned away, not wanting to look at her, not 
wanting to feed this burning desire within him. “It isn’t 
right. Why, you’re a—a child, Aggie.” 

“Look at me and tell me I’m a child!” She was shouting 
now, almost beside herself with anger and frustration. 
“Did I kiss you like a child? Did I? I know what I want, 
and I want you. Look at me, Harry—Harry!” 

Against his will, he turned to look at her once more. She 
was leaning forward, her body poised as if she were about 
to leap at him. He wondered if he were actually losing his 
mind. Enough had happened in the past six months to 
make any man doubt his sanity. Until last night he had 
gone all that time without once touching a woman, had not 
allowed himself even to think about a woman. And now, 
suddenly, women were storming him. Last night there had 
been Donna Hendrix. Whether good or bad, whether he 
had enjoyed her or not, he had had her. And then today, 
with Janice, he had been on the verge of making love, only 
to be interrupted by Aggie, who was now throwing herseif 
at him, too, making demands of him, trying to twist his 
conscience even more than it was already twisted. Regard¬ 
less of her age, she knew what she was doing, and it sud¬ 
denly occurred to him to question her motives. Why was 
she behaving this way? Janice had used him—of that, he 
was positive. Was it possible that Aggie was trying to use 
him, also, trying to prove something to herself? 

“What do you want from me, Aggie?” he asked. “What 
do you expect from me? Can’t you see that—oh, hell! 
Anything that could happen between us would be no good. 
Sure, you got me excited, and it was foolish of me to call 
you a child. You’re not a child and we both know that. 
But I have a few morals left, Aggie—at least a conscience 
—think so or not. And conscience does not condone going 
to bed with my sister-in-law, especially when she’s under 
age. I don’t know why you’ve picked me for this, and I 
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don’t really give a damn. Maybe you’re jealous of Janice. 
Maybe a lot of things. But I’m not going to allow myself 
to be used by you, regardless of how much—” 

She sighed loudly and slowly unclenched her hands. “I 
misjudged you, Harry,” she said. 

“Forget it We misjudge people all the time,” he said. 
“No,” she said, shaking her head. “It isn’t that easy. 
It’s more than that, much more. I’m not sure I can tell you 
—I’m not sure it would be right to tell you.” She grinned 
and, for the first time, she looked her age. She was obvious¬ 
ly a child with a problem, a young girl struggling to grow 
up, to find herself, to find her own particular niche. “I am 
jealous of Janice. I’ve always been jealous of her. I was an 
accident—my parents didn’t really want me. But I’m not 
whining about that. Both my parents have always given me 
love and understanding or, at least, what they thought were 
love and understanding. But ever since I was a little girl, 
I’ve heard nothing but praise for Janice—how smart she 
was, how beautiful she was, how everything she was. I’m 
sick and tired of it.” She smiled at him. “I suppose I 
shouldn’t be admitting these things to you. I’m not sure 
whether it’s right or wrong. I admit that I had in mind 
trying to get you to—well, call it whatever you want. We 
both know what I mean. But—well, it’s changed now. Be¬ 
lieve me, please. That kiss was more powerful than I ex¬ 
pected—much more so. It got to me, Harry.” 

He stood watching her, battling to control himself, 
knowing that if he allowed himself to be swayed by her 
words, by the invitation in her eyes, he would lose the only 
thing he had left—his sense of decency. He had stayed on 
with Janice because he had wanted to do the right thing, 
and making love to her sister would hardly be right. 

“Aggie,” he said slowly, “maybe it’s time you grew up 
enough to face reality more than you have in the past.” 

“How would you know what I’ve done in the past?” 

“I wasn’t referring to what you may have done,” he said. 
“I’m sure you know what sex is. That’s quite obvious. But 
it doesn’t matter how experienced you are. The mere fact 
that you’ve slept with one boy or many boys does not 
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necessarily mean that you’re a mature person, capable of 
facing life.” 

“You have a habit of lecturing people, Harry,” she said. 
“And I told you before that I don’t like being lectured. 
You mentioned morals, Harry. I’ve heard too many people 
discuss morals, intelligent people like you, so-called adults, 
and it’s quite clear that none of you know what you’re talk¬ 
ing about. If you had any morals, you wouldn’t have done 
what you did with that woman last night. I saw you. What 
was moral about that?” 

He felt helpless before her, as if their positions were 
reversed, as if she had suddenly grown older than he. He 
knew there was no excuse for his behavior with Donna 
Hendrix. How could he explain? He certainly could not 
tell Aggie that her sister was a lesbian, that she had a lover 
named Millie, and usually could not bear to have her own 
husband touch her. There was nothing he felt he could 
offer in his own defense, no way to justify his infidelity. 
Another adult might understand, but he could not expect 
the same understanding from this young girl who faced 
him now. 

“Harry,” she said, and she was looking at him in a 
strange manner, her eyes glowing with expectation, “the 
time will come. I know that. You can refuse me now, and 
allow yourself the luxury of denying yourself what you 
really want. But the time will come. You want me, Harry. 
I know you do. And you will want me more as the days go 
by. Then you’ll come to me, Harry, and it will be as I wish 
it to be, as we both wish it to be.” 

Her words pounded at his heart like a hammer. Maybe 
she was right, he thought. Maybe he would not be able to 
continue to resist her. But for the moment his reason had 
returned. He would not give in, he would not submit to the 
desire he felt for her, regardless of how it tormented him. 

He retrieved his can of beer, and marched out of the 
room. 
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Harry's eyes blurred. He sat in the spacious living room 
after dinner, sunk in the easy chair, his feet on the ottoman, 
and tried to focus on the page of the book he held. De¬ 
spite himself the words grew fuzzy. 

The entire afternoon had been a new, special kind of 
torment to him. He had been able to think of nothing but 
Aggie. Then at dinner she had sat across from him and 
throughout the meal she had continued to seek out his eyes 
with her own. He had the impression that she was amused 
by his attempt to avoid contact with her. This annoyed 
him, and his agitation was increased by the awareness that 
Janice was watching them closely. Harry knew the signs— 
anger was building up in her like steam in a boiler. He 
felt as if he had been caught in a giant vise and was help¬ 
less between its slowly closing jaws, unable to free himself 
no matter how much he struggled. 

Now he placed the book on the floor beside his chair, 
and took a deep, leisurely drag on his cigarette. He exhaled 
r and watched the smoke twist away as he listened to the 
sounds from the kitchen—dishes rattling, gaiety and laugh¬ 
ter—but the laughter sounded strained and tense, the 
cheerful animation completely counterfeit. 

Aggie and Janice were like two wild animals, he thought, 
sizing each other up, waiting to detect a weakness in the 
other before making the fatal pounce. And he could not 
feel wholly responsible for this half-concealed bitterness 
in their relationship. Whatever difficulty lay between them 
had existed long before he had ever entered their lives. 
Perhaps he had helped to draw their trouble to a head, 
that was all. 

Kathy came from the kitchen, pausing a moment at the 
door before she crossed in front of him to the couch. 
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“Dishes all done?” he asked. 

She hesitated uneasily before replying. “They’re just 
finishing up,” she said, sinking onto the couch. 

“Are you enjoying your visit, Kathy?” he asked, in a 
heavy attempt to make conversation. 

She looked down at her hands. “Yes,” she said, “very 
much, thank you.” 

He could think of nothing else to say. She was obviously 
disturbed by the tension in the house, and he wanted to 
tell her that he was sorry she had come at this time and 
had to be subjected to such an atmosphere. But he could 
not bring himself to speak the words. She was too young 
to understand such things, he thought—too young to grasp 
what lay beneath the pressures gradually destroying his 
home, his life. 

They sat in silence. Presently Janice and Aggie came 
in from the kitchen. Aggie was grinning with evident self- 
satisfaction, as if she had just won the latest round in their 
continuing fight. 

Harry wanted nothing less than to be caught up in that 
conflict. He stood up and excused himself, saying that he 
was going for a walk. He left the house and stood for a 
moment outside the front door, wondering where he 
could find relief from the confusion that plagued his mind. 

The night was muggy and still. He walked the quiet 
streets, attempting to distract himself by concentrating on 
the beauty of the stars. 

He had no idea how long he walked. He stopped in a 
dimly lit bar in the small business district near their house. 
He ordered a bourbon and water an^ sat sipping the drink 
slowly, hardly aware of the people around him. He wanted 
only seclusion and the right to bask in his loneliness, for 
self-pity seemed to be the only thing left to him. 

He stayed at the bar almost an hour, then left and 
walked back along the dark streets. When he reached 
the house, he stood for several seconds on the sidewalk. 
This was his home, he thought, staring at the house of 
which he had once been so proud. It was a handsome. 
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comfortable house, one he had enjoyed thoroughly, and 
he did not want to leave it. 

He walked around to the back, crossed the patio, and 
entered the dark kitchen. He did not bother to switch on 
the light, but went directly to the refrigerator and removed 
a quart of milk. He took several long gulps from the con¬ 
tainer and set it back on the shelf. Then he closed the re¬ 
frigerator door quietly and leaned against it, dreading the 
thought of going to bed, knowing that Janice would be 
lying~in the double bed the entire night and that he could 

have no part of her. . 

He lit a cigarette and went out by the back door to 

the patio. A slight ruffle of wind had arisen, and he could 
hear the gentle lapping of the water against the sides of 
the pool. He sat down on the chaise longue and puffed 
the cigarette, aware that it was foolish to stall this way, 
that sooner or later he would have to face the loneliness 

of their bedroom. ,. . 

Just then he heard a faint sound of footsteps behind 
him. His body tensed. He stood up slowly, almost afraid 
to turn around, for he had guessed immediately who was 

approaching. . 

“Go to bed, Aggie,” he said in a weary voice. I don t 
feel like talking to you now. I don’t feel like seeing any- 


one. 

“I’ve been waiting for you,” she said. 

“There was no reason for you to wait.” 

She moved close. He could detect the faint scent of her 
perfume and closed his eyes, hoping that she would be 
gone when he opened them again. 

“I had to wait for you,” she said softly. 

He turned to face her impatiently. “I don’t like what 
you were doing tonight,” he said. “You were using me in 
front of Janice. That was wrong of you, Aggie, and I wish 
that you would stop it. I thought we had gone through this 
before and you understood the way I feel about it.” 

She reached up and brushed her fingers across his lips. 
“I love your voice,” she whispered. “It’s so deep and mas¬ 
culine.” 
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“You’re hopeless,” he said. “You haven’t even been lis¬ 
tening to me.” 

She looked up at him and, although he could not see the 
expression in her eyes, he realized that she was beyond 
listening to anyone. She was too involved with her own 
desires, and the jealousy she felt toward her sister, to be 
capable of reason. 

“It’s been a long day, Aggie,” he said. “I’m tired and you 
must be, too. Why don’t you go to bed?” 

“I wouldn’t be able to sleep,” she said. “I’ve been think¬ 
ing about you too much.” 

“You should stop thinking about me. If it doesn’t mat¬ 
ter to you that Janice is your sister, it does matter to me.” 

“I don’t want to talk about Janice,” she said. “I don’t 
want to talk about anything. I want us to—” 

“This isn’t the time, Aggie,” he said quickly, not want¬ 
ing her to finish. 

“Please,” she said softly. “Please, Harry—” 

She took his hand in both of hers and pressed it against 
her breasts so that he felt the ripe fullness in his palm. He 
made no effort to withdraw from her grasp. He was almost 
to a point beyond caring about anything. It seemed to him 
that he was living in a perpetual nightmare of confused 
desires, of warped personalities. He was not even sure 
that his own sanity was beyond question. 

“Your hand is strong,” she murmured. “So very strong.” 

She raised his hand to her mouth. Her lips caressed 
his knuckles, and then her tongue made little circles on 
his palm. 

He jerked away his hand. “You’re such a child in some 
ways,” he said. “Why do you insist on misbehaving?” 

“Damn you,” she whispered, glaring at him in the dark¬ 
ness. 

“You’re just being childish,” he said. “You’re trying to 
pretend that you’re as much of a woman as your sister. If 
that’s what you want, then for God’s sake, start acting 
like a woman and not like a spoiled, pampered, little girl.” 

“I don’t think I like you tonight,” she said, angrily. 

“I couldn’t care less.” 

“You don’t want me? You really don’t want me?” 
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“What do I have to do to make you understand? You’re 
a nice little girl. And you’ve got curves in the right places, 
and you look stunning in a swimming suit. But Aggie, you 
should know that a man likes to do his own chasing. 
That’s something you should keep in mind.” 

“You’re being nasty—mean to me, Harry,” she pouted. 

“I’m being honest.” 

“I don’t think you are.” Her fingers touched his cheek 
gently. “Maybe I’m not acting the way a woman should 
act. But I know how you act, Harry. I’ve seen you. I 
know what you like and how you like it.” 

“You may think you know,” he said. “That’s a great 
deal different from really knowing.” 

She swore at him and turned away, then clenched her 
fists and faced him again. “I—I’m angry now, Harry, and 
I don’t want to be angry with you,” she said in a choked 
voice. “I want you to make love to me. I want it so damned 
much that it hurts even to think about it. I’m going to have 
you, Harry. Sooner or later I’m going to know what it’s 
like to be loved by you.” 

She left him standing on the patio, silently wondering 
just how long he would be able to resist her. He heard 
the soft closing of the glass doors as she entered the house. 
He had all he could do to keep himself from rushing in af¬ 
ter her. 


Kathy lay still beneath the blankets, the palms of her 
hands resting on her stomach. She bit down on her lower 
lip, fighting the fiery agony of want that seemed to be 
enveloping her. 

She rolled over on her side and curled her body into a 
ball, wondering where Aggie had gone. She thought she 
knew, but she could not be certain. She imagined that Ag¬ 
gie had gone in search of Harry, for Aggie had certainly 
made no secret of the fact that she was after him. And 
that was wrong of her, Kathy thought. Aggie had no busi¬ 
ness chasing after her sister’s husband. 

She groaned, trying to blot everything from her mind, 
but she could not rid herself of the wild thoughts torment- 
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mg her. Across the screen of her mind reeled figures of 
men and women in a grotesque dance. 

She groaned again. Then the door opened and a shaft 
of light pierced the darkened bedroom. She raised her head 
from the pillow. “Is that you, Aggie?” she said. “Where 
in the world have you been?” 

Someone entered the room and passed through the shaft 
of light too quickly for Kathy to see who was there. Then 
suddenly the ceiling light was clicked on and she saw Jan¬ 
ice standing beside Aggie’s bed, looking down at it in¬ 
tently, frowning. 

“Oh,” Kathy said, “I thought you were Aggie.” 

Janice, standing there in her green and gold dressing 
gown, looked stylish, sophisticated, and breath takingly 
lovely. 

“Obviously, you don’t know where Aggie is,” Janice 
said. 

“She’s probably—” Kathy began, but stopped abruptly, 
feeling sudden guilt over Aggie’s absence. 

“Probably where?” Janice said. 

“I don’t know—honestly.” 

“You can guess though, can't you?” 

Kathy saw what she imagined was anguish in the older 
woman’s eyes. Why should Aggie cause her sister such 
pain, she thought, silently condemning her friend. 

“She’s with Harry,” Janice said. She smiled at Kathy 
wearily and stepped toward her. 

“Poor Kathy,” Janice said, sitting down on the edge 
of the girl’s bed. “You’re caught up in this sordid affair 
and you’re not even sure of what’s going on. I feel so 
sorry.” 

Kathy sat up, allowing the blankets to fall from around 
her plump body. She seemed totally unconscious of her 
nudity as she looked up, her eyes brimming with compas¬ 
sion for Janice. She wished in some way that she could help 
this woman. 

“Don’t feel sorry for me, Janice, darling,” she said, 
reaching out to touch the fabric of Janice’s dressing gown. 
“I’m young, yes, but I know what kind of man Harry is. 
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I think I should be the one to feel sorry—sorry for you 
and what you have to put up with.” 

Janice’s smile had changed. Suddenly Kathy remembered 
that she was sitting with her breasts exposed. She felt her¬ 
self blushing as she pulled the blankets up to cover her 
shoulders. 

“You’re a beautiful young girl, Kathy,” Janice said. 
“Why—why, thank you,” Kathy stammered. 

“I was about your age when—” Janice began, but then 
shook her head, turning away. “I’d rather not talk about 
it.” 

“I’ll listen if you want me to,” Kathy said. “I’d like to 
be your friend, Janice.” 

“That’s sweet of you, dear. But there are so many 
things that you don’t understand, that you couldn’t possi¬ 
bly follow me.” 

“I could try.” 

“No. It’s all right. I appreciate your wanting to be my 
friend. You’re very sweet and thoughtful.” 

Kathy said nothing. 

Sighing, Janice rose and walked to the door. “I’m sorry 
if I disturbed you.” 

“That’s all right. I wasn’t asleep.” 

At the door, Janice paused and looked back at Kathy. 
The girl was rendered suddenly uneasy by the expression 
in the older woman’s eyes. She felt as if Janice were ap¬ 
praising her. 

“Did you mean that, before?” Kathy asked shyly. 
“About your being beautiful?” 

“Yes.” 

“Of course I meant it. It’s true. You shouldn’t run your¬ 
self down, Kathy. That won’t do you any good.” She hesi¬ 
tated a moment. “You’ve got a lot going for you, Kathy. 
Be sure you make the most of it.” 

“I’ll try,” Kathy said, delighted by Janice’s apparent 
interest in her. 

Janice left the room, closing the door after her. 

Kathy curled her knees up under the blankets and 
hugged them tightly. She was elated by the compliments 
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she had just received and hoped with all her heart that 
Janice had meant what she said. 

She lay back, her head resting on the pillow. Perhaps 
she was beautiful, as Janice had said. Perhaps she had 
been running herself down too long. She would not do 
that again. 
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Driving to work that Monday morning, Harry kept pace 
with the city-bound traffic, his hands firm on the wheel of 
his car, and feeling as much like going to the Taggart 
School as he would like going to the gas chamber. He was 
barely aware of the cars around him, of the other drivers. 
In the past he had always taken an interest in them, won¬ 
dering whether this one were an engineer, that one an 
architect, another a real estate man, or whatever. It was a 
game he enjoyed playing, a way to pass the time as he 
drove to his office each morning. 

But this morning there were too many things preying on 
his mind. Memories of the appalling weekend he had just 
lived through, and the idea of having to face Donna Hen¬ 
drix in her official capacity as his secretary, disturbed him 
thoroughly. He wondered if he would be able to maintain 
a professional attitude toward her after what had happened 
Saturday night during the party. But there was no way to 
avoid her. He could not stay away from his office today. 
There were endless details to be handled, now that the 
summer session of the school was beginning. 

Actually, he enjoyed his work. When he had first started, 
he had doubted his capabilities. He had not been able to 
imagine himself an educator, a person who could mold 
a young mind, guide it into proper channels. He had never, 
really, thought of the educational process, and at first, had 
laughed at Janice’s suggestion that he become a teacher. 
He had had in his mind the stereotyped image of the male 
teacher—a fussy, effeminate person who would not have 
been able to succeed at anything else. 

But from the very beginning of their marriage Janice 
had been insistent. She had kept up a continual barrage 
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of reasons why he should get into some “worthwhile” line 
of endeavor. Finally he had agreed to go into teaching, 
chiefly to please her. 

But his first day had presented him with a challenge, and 
he had gone on from there, relishing every moment. His 
education had been in the field of art, which meant that he 
was not qualified to teach in the public schools. However, 
through connections of Janice’s and also because he was’ 
a fairly well-known artist in the Los Angeles area, he had 
been granted a position with the Taggart School. There, 
he had been assigned to teach art and American history. 

Teaching had come natural to him. He had found him¬ 
self at home in the classroom, looking forward to de¬ 
veloping the youthful minds in his charge. The school 
taught grades seven through nine, the ages of the students 
ranging from twelve through fourteen or fifteen, and soon 
he had become more and more involved in the varied 
intricacies of the children’s personalities and thought pro¬ 
cesses. 

Mrs. Taggart, founder and principal of the school, had 
offered him the job of assistant principal a year ago, and 
Harry had quickly accepted. He still taught art classes three 
days a week and one history class each afternoon, but he 
had now become a sort of buffer between the children’s 
parents and the rigidly strict Mrs. Taggart. 

Now Harry made a right turn, angling between the 
majestic stone pillars on either side of the sweeping drive¬ 
way that threaded the school grounds, and pulled into his 
personal parking place. 

He stepped from his car and stood for a moment, sur¬ 
veying the familiar scene. At his right, a few of the early 
arrivals were playing catch on the diamond. A swimming 
pool lay quiet and inviting not far from the nearby football 
field. Beyond it, stables housed the saddle horses so neces¬ 
sary to a school of this kind. 

On the other side, scattered in a rough semicircle, stood 
three rambling one-story buildings, each containing two 
classrooms. Of the other two buildings, one was a large red 
frame structure housing the cafeteria and assembly hall. 
The building immediately before him, built in the style of a 
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Southern colonial mansion, comprised the administrative 
offices, along with the art studio, the supply room, a special 
room used for testing, a teacher’s workroom, and the rather 
pretentiously furnished offices of Mrs. Taggart. 

Harry sighed, wondering how he could possibly forget 
his personal life and concentrate on the problems that 
would be waiting for him at his desk. He was determined 
not to sacrifice his vacation—the only thing that provided 
him with any kind of personal satisfaction these days. 
Under no circumstances must he allow such a thing to 
happen, he told himself firmly as he walked across the 
narrow stretch of lawn that separated the parking area 
from the paved walk before the administration building. 

He entered through the swinging glass doors at the front 
of the building and hesitated before the waist-high recep¬ 
tion desk in the lobby. Beyond this desk, were two lower 
desks, one of which held a typewriter, the other a small 
switchboard. On either side of the lobby were two doors, 
the one at the left leading to Mrs. Taggart’s offices, the 
one at the right leading to his own. 

He started toward his office wondering why Donna was 
not at her desk. She was usually busy at the typewriter 
by this time and her absence puzzled him. She had gotten 
extremely drunk at the party Saturday night and since then 
he had not heard from her. He wondered if anything might 
have happened to her on the way home. But as he reached 
his office, the door to Mrs. Taggart’s offices opened and 
Donna emerged. He nodded to her, almost disappointed to 
find her on the job, and started into his office. 

“Aren’t you even going to speak to me?” she said, 

“Of course,” he said. “Good morning.” 

“That isn’t exactly the warmest greeting I’ve ever had,” 
she said, “but I suppose it will have to do.” 

He felt both guilt and shame as he looked at Donna. He 
had used her, had taken advantage of what she had of¬ 
fered him, and now all he wanted was to forget she ever 
existed. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m not very amiable in the morn¬ 
ing. One of my major faults, I guess.” 

She grinned and moved closer to him. “You don’t have 
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too many faults,” she said, “so I guess I can excuse that 
little one.” 

He felt strained and uncomfortable. He had faults and 
weaknesses, all right. Her presence made him acutely 
aware of them. He felt as if she had suddenly descended 
upon him for the sole purpose of pointing up his shortcom¬ 
ings. 

He had often wondered how she managed to keep her 
job at the school. She had been suspected of having se¬ 
duced a few of the older boys, but nothing had been 
proved. Harry had often wondered also if she were not 
suffering from nymphomania, or whatever the term was. 
He was sure that her inordinate sexual appetite was patho¬ 
logical. 

“I enjoyed your party so much,” she said. 

“I hope so.” 

“I particularly loved the way it ended,” she said, grin¬ 
ning at him again. 

He glanced toward the front door. Two young girls, 
their arms full of books, had just entered, chattering 
cheerfully to one another. 

“Good morning, Mr. Jackson—Miss Hendrix,” they 
called in unison as they passed. 

“Good morning, girls,” Harry replied pleasantly. Then 
he turned back to Donna Hendrix and his expression 
hardened. “I think we should have a talk about that 
party,” he said slowly. 

“Talk away, honey,” Donna replied. 

The scent of her perfume was heady, exotic. He found 
himself wondering if he had been the only man to whom 
she had given herself during the past forty-eight hours. 
He doubted that he was, and the thought of her promiscu¬ 
ity gnawed at him, making him suddenly angry with him¬ 
self. He wondered sourly if he would have to settle for 
women like Donna for the rest of his life. 

He turned and opened his office door. She followed him 
in, the door closing noiselessly behind her. 

The office, so quiet and serene, he considered his favor¬ 
ite place. One wall was lined with bookshelves, and oppo¬ 
site them were the two open windows that looked out over 
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the school grounds. He had selected the wine-colored 
drapes himself, as well as the three oil paintings—one of 
them his—that he had hung behind his desk. Two leather 
chairs and a matching sofa completed the room’s furnish¬ 
ings. 

He remembered the height of his passion last Friday 
afternoon when Donna had thrown herself at him, right 
in this room. 

“We were going to talk, honey,” Donna now said, tap¬ 
ping him lightly on the shoulder. 

“All right,” he said, turning to face her. He took out a 
cigarette but did not light it immediately. “I was good and 
drunk the other night, Donna—damned good and drunk. 
I don’t get like that often. I’m not sure what happened to 
me, but I do know that you and I—” He shrugged and lit 
the cigarette. “Whatever did happen between us will not 
be repeated. I’m sorry. I don’t want to hurt—” 

“Don’t say you’re sorry, damn you!” she spat out be¬ 
fore he had finished. “That’s the worst possible thing you 
could say to any woman.” 

He shook his head. “Okay, I take that back. But I’m 
going to be honest with you, Donna, and tell you that I 
had one hell of a time remembering what had happened. 
I know what happened, now. How could I help but know 
when it’s been thrown up in my face by everyone at home 
—especially Janice’s younger sister? But what’s done is 
done. Now we’ve got to work together and make the best of 
it. I like my job and like the school, so I don’t want you 
doing anything that might jeopardize my position here. 
Do you understand me?” 

She laughed and took a few steps toward him. “You’re 
a crazy kind of bastard, Harry,” she said. “One of the 
craziest I’ve ever known. Yes, you were drunk. I guess 
you’d have to be drunk for me to get to first base with 
you. But I did get there and, damn you, I liked it. You’re 
much man, Jackson, and I’m a gal who needs much man. 
You know that, anyway.” 

“Know what? That I’m much man or that you need 
someone like that?” 

She laughed again and she took another step toward 
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him. There was a peculiar shine in her eyes which he rec¬ 
ognized at once. He removed the cigarette from his mouth 
and looked down at it uneasily, wondering what move she 
was planning next. He wanted to pick her up bodily and 
toss her out of the office. He wanted to shout at her to 
leave him alone but above all, he did not want to make a 
scene. He obviously could not trust her. She was liable to 
do anything to get what she wanted. 

“Are you sober now?” she asked. 

“You know I am,” he replied. 

“Then let’s see how it is when you’re sober.” 

“Don’t be absurd, Donna. Remember where you are.” 

“I don’t give a damn where I am. I want you, Harry. 
I want you right now—this very minute. You couldn’t have 
forgotten entirely how it felt the other night.” 

He felt a sudden spasm of desire grip him. The idea of 
having her again struck him as insane, yet looking at 
this woman and knowing her for what she was, his desire 
increased, shaking him with its maddening intensity. Per¬ 
haps yesterday, his closeness to Janice and Aggie, the 
frustration he’d felt because of them, were at the bottom 
of his feelings now. He did not want Donna as he wanted 
Janice and—so help him—Aggie, yet he doubted that he 
could much longer resist her. He was only human; he 
could take only so much. 

Her body pressed against his, her arms locking around 
him, holding him tightly. Her mouth swept across his face 
and attached itself to his lips. He heard her muttering an 
urgent command beneath her breath, and again felt himself 
sinking into the pit of his own desires. 

“Mr. Jackson!” 

The sound of his name seemed to ring through the air. 
For a moment he could not be certain where the sound 
came from, but then he felt Donna tear away from him, 
and when he looked up, Mrs. Taggart was standing in the 
doorway. 

“Mrs. Tag—” he stammered, glancing helplessly at 
Donna who stood several feet away from him. 

He felt like a small boy who had just been caught in 
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an indecent act. His face was hot and flushed. He tried to 
think of something to say but his mind seemed to have 
stopped functioning. 

“Mrs. Taggart, we—” Donna began, an almost defiant 
expression in her eyes as she stepped toward the older 
woman. 

“I would strongly advise you to keep your foolish mouth 
shut, young woman,” Mrs. Taggart snapped. Her keen old 
eyes darted sharply to Harry. “And as for you, young man, 
straighten your tie and wipe that lipstick from your 
mouth.” 

Obediently, Harry straightened his tie and pulled out a 
handkerchief. Donna giggled nervously as she watched 
him roughly rubbing his mouth. 

“How dare you laugh!” Mrs. Taggart barked, glaring at 
Donna. “Do you find this disgusting situation amusing? 
Do you?” 

“No, ma’am.” Donna replied, trying to suppress another 
fit of giggling. 

“Then get back to the front office where you belong.” 
Donna did not move at once. Mrs. Taggart stamped her 
foot sharply. “Did you hear me?” she barked again. 

“I heard you,” Donna said. 

“Then go at once.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Donna said, a little too sarcastically. 
“Anything you say,” and strode rather haughtily from the 
room. 

Mrs. Taggart stood quietly for a moment watching Har¬ 
ry who, by now, had pulled himself together. Mrs. Taggart 
was close to sixty years old, a tall, gaunt woman with gray- 
black hair piled atop her head and set in tight curls which 
seemed as if they had been glued in place. She invariably 
wore a starched white blouse beneath either a blue or a 
brown suit. Today she was wearing the brown. A clasp, in 
the form of a huge gold ladybug, was clipped at her throat. 
She lifted a wrinkled hand and fingered the clasp thought¬ 
fully, her eyes still fixed on Harry. 

“I didn’t think you were so foolish, Jackson,” she said 
finally, her voice controlled and even. 
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“I didn’t think I was, either,” Harry said after clearing 
his throat. 

“I don’t suppose you could offer a satisfactory excuse.” 

“Anything I could say right now would seem absurd. 
I’m sure.” 

“I quite agree.” 

“Am I fired?” he asked. 

“Now you’re really being absurd,” the old woman said, 
waving a hand as if she were clearing the air around her. 
“You’re regressing. You’re behaving like one of these 
modern-age children, all frills and no backbone. What’s 
wrong with you, Jackson? Have you lost your mind com¬ 
pletely?” She shook her head sadly, walked stiffly to one of 
the leather chairs and slumped down on the seat in a very 
unladylike manner. “I’m astounded by your lack of 
discretion: This is a school, not a brothel. And as to your 
taste—well, I must say I’m a trifle disappointed in you.” 

“Disappointed?” 

She waved a hand at him again. “Just be still a moment, 
will you? Let an old woman get over a shock. You have 
that much sense, I hope.” 

As he stood waiting for Mrs. Taggart to continue, he 
noticed that Donna had not closed the door when she left 
the office. He crossed the room, hoping that none of the 
children had overheard Mrs. Taggart, and then glanced 
outside the office to see if anyone was there. Donna was 
at her desk rolling a sheet of paper into the typewriter. 
A young woman, sitting in the chair opposite his door, 
looked up at him, her eyes wide and accusing. Her expres¬ 
sion told him that she had overheard Mrs. Taggart’s re¬ 
marks. 

As he closed the door, he remembered that he had an 
appointment with a Marge Thomas, an applicant for an 
opening in the English department. He grimaced inwardly 
at the thought of the first impression he must have made 
on her. She was probably sitting there wondering what 
kind of school they were running. 

“All right, Jackson,” Mrs. Taggart said, as he turned 
toward her, “sit down and stop pacing around here like a 
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caged animal. I’m sorry I interrupted your mating call 
this morning,” she added. “But next time, please have 
the good sense to choose some other location for your 
spooning.” 

He could not help laughing at such an old-fashioned 
word. She smiled herself, which helped further to relieve 
the tension that had built up in him. He had always liked 
the woman, in spite of her rather embittered and domineer¬ 
ing ways. He felt that both were merely a smoke screen to 
hide the kindness and affection that she really felt toward 


“This is not a laughing matter, young man,” she said, 
scowling again so as to re-establish the seriousness of the 
moment. 

“You’re right,” he said. “Sorry.” 

“Remember where you are. Remember who you are, 
and what you are. You’re an educator. A very valuable 
thing has been entrusted to you—the malleable minds of 
children. God knows, the young ones of this day and 
age are going to need all the help they can get. She 
leaned forward, regarding him intently. “I mean that, 
Jackson. I mean that sincerely. You can stand there and 
think that I’m a silly old woman who doesn’t know the 
score, but you’re wrong, very wrong. Now, for heaven’s 
sake, sit down!” 

He moved around behind his desk and sat down, lean¬ 
ing back in the chair and touching the tips of his fingers 
together with his thumbs resting against his chin. Watching 
Mrs. Taggart now, he wondered, as he had often wondered 
in the past, how Donna Hendrix managed to keep her 
job at the school. Mrs. Taggart had said virtually nothing 
to her earlier, but instead had concentrated on him. 

“Mrs. Taggart, I hope you don’t misunderstand—” 

“I never misunderstand.” 

44 —what I’m going to say,” he continued. “I’m not try¬ 
ing to excuse my actions. You saw what was going on with 
your own eyes. But—” he hesitated, unsure of himself— 
“well, I know that Donna has been in trouble here before 
this. I’m certainly not the first member of the male sex 



78 UNNATURAL WIFE 

with whom she has been caught—spooning—as you call 
it.” 

“Get to the point!” 

“I’m wondering why she’s kept on. She’s not the most 
efficient secretary in the world.” 

Mrs. Taggart’s eyes sparkled dangerously. She slapped 
her hands together. “Are you trying to tell me that we 
should let her go?” 

“Maybe I am,” he said. 

“Whose money is tied up in this school?” 

He shrugged. “It’s your school, Mrs. Taggart.” 

“Then let me worry about Donna Hendrix.” 

He did not feel that he should pursue the point further 
and allowed the subject to drop, yet it seemed curious to 
him that Mrs. Taggart had become so angry when he 
suggested that the school let Donna go. Ordinarily, the 
old woman was a stickler for efficiency. She was personally 
concerned with every detail about the school, and keep¬ 
ing Donna on seemed strangely at odds with her attitude 
toward the rest of her staff. 

He was only half-listening as Mrs. Taggart changed the 
subject and began discussing more routine matters. One 
of the teachers was not assigning enough homework, she 
complained. Another of the teachers was not dressing in 
a professionally dignified manner. Too many paper towels 
were wasted in the boys’ lavatory. Supplies were dwindling 
dangerously low, and she did not want to put out any 
more money for the summer session. 

“You haven’t been listening to me, Jackson,” she said 
finally, lifting herself to her feet by leaning heavily on the 
arms of the chair. “I think maybe you’re getting too big 
for your britches around here. I took you, thinking I had 
seen the makings of a fine educator in you. Perhaps I 
was wrong.” 

He, too, rose, and moved around beside her. “I’m sorry, 
Mrs. Taggart,” he said. “Really, I am. I’m just not—my¬ 
self this morning.” 

“I’ve seen what’s bothering you this morning,” she said 
haughtily. “I don’t want to see it again.” 

“Of course not.” 
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“There’s a Mrs. Thomas waiting outside,” she said. “I 
want you to interview her for that eighth- and ninth-grade 
English position. We need someone right away, but don’t 
snap at her just because she’s young and attractive.” 

“I assure you I won’t,” he said, following her to the 
door. 
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Harry looked down at the application on his desk. The 
entries were neat and precise, the script boldly legible. He 
barely glanced at the answers to the printed questions on 
the form. Her name was Marge Thomas. She was twenty- 
four, a graduate of Stanford University, had taught one 
year in a public school in the northern part of the state. 
She was divorced. 

He raised his eyes, and looked at her across his desk. 
She was a beautiful young woman, yet there was an ex¬ 
pression of sadness around her eyes and at the corners of 
her mouth. She sat up straight on the chair, her unwaver¬ 
ing eyes meeting his. 

Her oval face was rathe* full, her eyes a curious greenish 
shade and her nose rather short, yet perfectly molded. Her 
mouth was ripe, the lower lip protruding slightly. Her hair 
was a deep black, cut short, but both neat and feminine¬ 
looking. 

She wore a short-sleeved, print blouse and a flared skirt 
with deep pockets. A locket hung on a thin gold chain 
around her neck and her slender fingers were covered with 
white gloves. 

“Do I pass inspection?” she asked in a strained voice. 

He cleared his throat, deciding not to mention Mrs. 
Taggart’s bawling him out, even though she must have 
heard the incident. That was surely none of her business; 
especially as an applicant she would keep her opinions to 
herself, at least around the school. 

“You’re a very charming woman, Mrs. Thomas,” he 
said. 

“Thank you.” 

“You’re divorced?” 
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“Yes. It says so on my application.” She narrowed her 
eyes. “Would that have anything to do with my qualifying 
for the job?” 

“It might,” he replied. “We have to be much more care¬ 
ful at a school like this than at public school.” He im¬ 
agined he was sounding pompous, and wished he were not. 
“I don’t want to pry into your private affairs, but I must 
ask you if there is anything that might come about as a 
result of your divorce that might embarrass the school in 
any way.” 

“You’re trying to find out the reason for my divorce, 
aren’t you, Mr. Jackson?” she asked. “You wish to know 
whether or not I’m some kind of person who might impair 
the morals of the children here?” 

“Well—I wouldn’t have put it that way.” 

“What way would you have put it?” She was genuinely 
angry now and he could see the light color in her eyes 
slowly changing to a darker green. “My original impression 
of you, Mr. Jackson, was not of the highest,” she said. 
“You’re doing nothing to improve that impression.” 

He felt a growing anger within himself. “I don’t think I 
have to impress you in any way, Mrs. Thomas. It seems to 
me that you’re the one applying for a position here.” 

She rose stiffly, her hands clasped together. “I’m not 
exactly sure I wish to work here. I’m not sure just how 
much teaching I’d be able to get in.’' 

“Sit down,” he said gruffly, “and get off that high horse.” 

She remained standing. “I’m sorry it turned out this 
way,” she said, her voice softer than it had been. “I really 
needed this job,” she added, and turned towards the door. 

“Wait a minute!” 

She hesitated, then stopped fully and turned to face him. 

“Are you withdrawing your application, Mrs. Thomas?” 
he asked. 

“Don’t you think I should?” she asked. “It’s quite obvi¬ 
ous that you and I would never get along. Since you seem 
to be in charge of most things around here, I’m sure our 
personality clash would prevent me from doing a compe¬ 
tent job.” 

She stood there defiantly, and he had to admit he ad- 
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mired her. She was acting the way he would have acted, 
he thought. At least, he would have acted this way a few 
years ago. Now, he was not sure if he still had such cour¬ 
age. 

He got up and walked around the desk and stood be¬ 
side her. He removed a pack of cigarettes from the inside 
pocket of his suit coat and offered her one. She hesitated, 
then took a cigarette. He held a match for her and watched 
the smoke as it spiraled up in front of her face. He saw 
the uncertainty in her eyes and felt rather sorry for her. 

“I guess we got off on the wrong foot,” he said. 

“I guess we did.” 

“I’m sorry you had to witness that earlier incident. I 
assure you—well, my secretary and I were—” he flound¬ 
ered. 

“You don’t have to explain,” she interrupted. 

“I’d like to.” 

“I’d rather you didn’t.” 

“All right,” he said, turning slightly away. “Mrs. Thom¬ 
as, we need an English teacher, a good English teacher for 
grades eight and nine. Regardless of how you feel about 
me personally, your qualifications and references are more 
than satisfactory. I am not offering you the position at this 
moment. However, I would like to know whether or not 
you wish to remain an applicant.” 

She was silent for a moment, then nodded slowly. 
“Yes. I would appreciate it if you would still consider my 
application. 

“I’ll let you know,” he said. 

“Thank you.” 

She hesitated, as if about to say something further, then 
shook her head and walked from the room. 

Harry stood with his shoulders slumped, sorry that he 
had become involved in that stupid argument with her, and 
wondering if things would ever return to normal for him 
again. Not only had his relationship with Janice gone 
wrong, but somehow his whole life seemed to have been 
twisted around so that he had difficulty relating normally 
with anyone or to any situation. 
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Somehow or other, he must get a fresh grip on things, he 
told hims elf firmly. 


The morning sun felt hot against Marge Thomas’s face. 
She walked slowly across the parking lot and down the 
curving driveway to the street running parallel to the 
school. She heard the sounds of boys’ happy voices coming 
from the baseball diamond and quickly tried to shut those 
sounds from her mind. 

She walked a block to the bus stop, and stood in the 
meager shade of the only tree. She glanced at her watch, 
and tried to remember the bus schedule she had studied 
the previous night. As far as she could recall, a bus would 
not be along for another twenty minutes or so. Twenty 
min utes of standing in this awful heat, she complained to 
herself. 

A car drove slowly past, a man’s face peering at her 
from the driver’s window. She watched as the car stopped 
several yards ahead, then backed toward her. She knew 
what was coming and prepared herself. This would not be 
the first time. 

The man was balding, pink-faced, perspiring. 

“If you say one word to me,” she said calmly, “I’ll 
scream my head off. Just one word.” 

The man grinned nervously, then gunned the engine of 
his car and drove away as quickly as possible. 

That was one way of handling them, she thought. Then 
her mind turned back to the interview she had just faced. 
She wished the incident with Harry Jackson could have 
been avoided. She had not meant to spy on him and his 
secretary, and now felt rather dirty for having done so. 

She had walked into the outer office a few minutes be¬ 
fore the time scheduled for her interview. In the vacant 
room, she had sat down, prepared to wait. It was then 
she had heard the voices coming from the office oppo¬ 
site her and had become aware of a fresh breeze. The 
door, apparently insecurely latched, was swinging slowly 
open. 

They had been directly in her line of vision, and she 
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could not keep her eyes from the scene. Jackson and the 
woman, whom she later learned was his secretary, had 
clung passionately together, oblivious to the open door. 
Then, a moment later, the old woman had marched out of 
her own office and into Jackson’s. 

She glanced up the street. The bus was still nowhere in 
sight. She wished that she could afford to buy a car, but 
at the moment, she could not afford much of anything. She 
had been trained as a teacher but if this job did not come 
through, she would have to take some other work—a pros¬ 
pect that she did not relish. She wanted to earn her living at 
her chosen profession. 

She knew most of her acquaintances thought she was 
too independent. Her parents had offered their help, but 
she had refused them. And, at the divorce proceedings, 
she had absolutely refused to accept money from Glenn. 
She wanted nothing from him, absolutely nothing. She 
wished that he were not even a part of her memories, yet 
realized that the wish was foolish, that something of him 
would always remain with her. They had lived together for 
three years, and had shared each other in every way pos¬ 
sible. How could she ever forget him? 

Glenn Thomas she had met at Stanford and had been 
immediately fascinated by him. He had been, in every 
way imaginable, the dream-man whom every girl wishes 
for. He was tall and handsome, with a rather cavalier atti¬ 
tude toward life in general. He had been worth over a 
million dollars and acted as if he had wanted to spend 
every penny of it as quickly as possible. 

He had bought a huge home in Atherton as his wedding 
present for her, complete with stables, swimming pool, 
and servants. She had come from a middle-class family 
and had been unable to accustom herself to such luxuries. 
She had felt almost guilty accepting such things, and this 
had made Glenn laugh at her. 

They had been married during Marge’s senior year. 

Glenn had not been the first man to possess her, but he 
had been the first to awaken in her the true meaning of 
sexual satisfaction. She had never been able to get enough 
of him. It had been as if the two of them had been created 
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for the sole purpose of giving as much physical pleasure as 
possible to each other. 

But that had been all there was to their relationship. 
Glenn had never worked—he had never done anything 
constructive. He had just hung around the house, reading 
and drinking a little too much and waiting for her. He had 
always been waiting for her. 

Against his wishes, she had taken a teaching position. 
She had realized, almost immediately, the absurdity of 
what she had done, but had continued to teach for a year. 
Her fellow teachers had looked upon her as a strange 
creature, an amateur, a dillettante. Imagine anyone with 
all that money wanting to make a lifelong career of teach¬ 
ing, they had whispered. And so she had felt like an 
outsider, an intruder into a world where money was 
something hard to come by, something precious that had 
to be carefully watched and guarded. 

Glenn had gone to Acapulco for the Christmas season 
that year, leaving her alone in the big house for about 
three months. She had flown down to join him during her 
Christmas vacation and had found him living like an 
Oriental potentate. She had been unable to adjust herself 
to the kind of gay, dissipated life he was leading. 

She had tried hard. She had thought she loved him 
enough to excuse all the selfish, cruel things he had done, 
without seeming to suffer the slightest qualm of guilt. 
There had been other women in his life—many other 
women. She had tried to ignore that stark fact, but soon 
had found that she could not. 

So she had returned to the house in Atherton, to her 
teaching job. And eventually, Glenn also had returned. 

He had been like a drug to her, and she had been unable 
to stay away from him. She had wallowed in the pleasure 
of their nights together, doing things that she had never 
imagined she could possibly do. When she had been away 
from him—when she had been in the classroom or by her¬ 
self some other place—she suddenly used to think of some 
incident between them and wonder how she had possibly 
been able to do such a thing. But when she had been with 
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him, she had felt as if she had been created for only one 
thing—bringing pleasure to him. 

At the end of that first year they had gone to Europe. 
As had been the case in Acapulco, she had discovered she 
could not accept his way of life and his ceaseless quest for 
sensuous stimulation, for exotic amusement. She had held 
out for a year, hoping to salvage something from the emo¬ 
tional wreckage of their marriage, hating to accept a 
defeat. 

Their final parting had taken place in Rome. Even now, 
after two years, the memory alone made her shudder. 

She had come into the hotel room unexpectedly and had 
found Glenn with two young Italian girls, a tangle of arms 
and legs on the bed. At the sight of their thrashing nude 
bodies, Marge had felt sick to her stomach and had run 
from the room. 

Later, when she had returned and found the room 
empty, she had gone to bed, trying to erase from her mind 
what she had seen. She had had no idea what time it was 
when she had awakened to find Glenn sitting on the edge 
of the bed watching her. 

He had reached out and touched her hair, had stroked 
his fingers across her forehead. She had looked up at him 
and, for the first time, had seen the weak, almost petulant 
rosebud mouth, the sagging flesh under his eyes and about 
his throat that she had never recognized before. There had 
been a vacancy behind his eyes, as if a light had gone out 
inside him. He had leaned over to kiss her, but she had 
turned away, avoiding his lips, wanting to scrub off the 
touch of them as they had brushed her cheek. 

“What’s the matter?” he had asked. 

“If you don’t know, I can’t tell you.” 

You re upset with me,” he had said innocently. 

“Of course I’m upset with you,” she had answered. ‘Tin 
going to leave you, Glenn. I’m going to divorce you. I 
want one thing from you, and nothing else. I want you to 
give me enough money for an airline ticket back home. 
That’s all. I never want to see you or hear from you again. 

I never even want to think of you again.” 

His laughter, then, had had a forced, almost frightened 
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sound. He had stood up beside the bed. “You’re too bound 
up with middle-class morality, Marge. I should have seen 
that before.” 

“Go away, Glenn,” she had said. “Please get out of 
here and leave me alone.” 

“Marge,” he had said, “you haven’t got the guts to leave 
me. I’m part of you now—and the biggest, most important 
part of you. You like to live the way I like to live. You 
like the things my money can buy for you.” He had shaken 
his head, as if to say that he did not believe that she 
would ever leave him, regardless of what she had just 
said. 

“You’re so wrong, Glenn,” she had insisted. “I like 
nothing about your way of life, and that’s God’s truth. I 
thought I had married a man, but you’re nothing like one. 
You’re nothing but a leech on society. You’re useless and 
selfish and destructive and I’ve had enough of you and 
your vicious, perverted, parasite friends.” 

The incident had destroyed something deep within her, 
had made her think that sex, if it led to such torment, must 
be wrong. Since that night, she never once had been out 
with a man, never once had kissed a man. She could not 
drive the past pleasures from her mind, however, and there 
had been night after night of torment when she had lain 
in her lonely bed, remembering how Glenn had felt as 
they had shared their ecstasies. Yet, as much as she 
needed the touch of a man, she continued to restrain her¬ 
self, afraid of what might happen if she were ever to give 
in to her desires. 


Now, standing in the bright morning sun, watching the 
bus approaching from the distance, she was alone. Since 
the divorce, she had drifted aimlessly like some lost soul, 
had spent all her savings, and now she needed a job. And, 
what was more, she needed friends. 

She had been living too long with her memories. She 
knew no one in Los Angeles. There was no one to relieve 
the loneliness she felt. 

She remembered the look in Harry Jackson’s eyes. 
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There had been something about him that had seemed to 
draw her to him, something intangible. It was as if there 
were a common link between them. She wished that she 
had not been an involuntary witness to that scene between 
him and his secretary. She wished, also, that she had not 
indulged in that senseless, bickering argument with him. 

The bus pulled up at the curb and she climbed aboard. 
She felt drained, exhausted, and she gratefully sank into 
the last vacant seat. 
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This afternoon, devoted to parents’ conferences, Harry 
sat stiffly in his chair, aware that he should be listening 
more closely to what was being said by Mr. and Mrs. 
James, seated across the desk from him. He was also aware 
that both these parents annoyed him unbearably, and that 
their daughter, about whom they were so concerned, was a 
smug little misfit who had caused nothing but trouble at 
the school. 

“... and Gladys is just not used to such conduct,” the 
woman, Mrs. James, was saying. “We have been very 
strict in raising her. We have certain standards at home by 
which she has to live. When we enrolled her here at the 
Taggart School, we understood that the school would 
abide by those standards.” 

“We try very hard, Mrs. James,” Harry said lamely. 

“Trying is not good enough,” Mr. James put in. “I’m a 
businessman, Mr. Jackson. Do you think my business 
would run efficiently if I didn’t pay attention to every little 
detail?” 

“I’m sorry if Gladys has been upset by anything here,” 
Harry heard himself saying, at the same time wishing they 
would take their precious little Gladys elsewhere and 
themselves with her. “Things do happen that we cannot 
always foresee.” 

“That’s a lame excuse,” Mr. James said. 

“Now, now,” Mrs. James said placatingly, waving a 
hand in the direction of her husband. She was a small, 
round, rather red-faced woman and, for some reason, 
Harry had always suspected her of being given to solitary 
drinking. Her husband was a short, perky man, compen¬ 
sating by his voice and energy what he lacked in stature. 

89 
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“You know you shouldn’t allow yourself to become up¬ 
set,” his wife admonished him. “Mr. Jackson will handle 
the situation satisfactorily, I’m sure.” 

“I’ll do my best,” Harry said. “Just what is it that is 
bothering Gladys?” 

“My God, we just told you—” Mr. James began, but 
Mrs. James again waved her hand, and her husband ceased 
talking immediately. She apparently had trained him well. 

“Gladys says—and she never tells an untruth—that 
some of the girls are smoking and using vulgar language 
in the lavatories,” she said. “I’m sure you’ll agree with me, 
Mr. Jackson, when I say that a thirteen-year-old girl 
should not be exposed to such behavior. The smoking is 
bad enough, but some of the words—well, I actually 
blushed when she repeated them to me.” 

“All right,” Harry said. “We’ll do some investigating. 
If we find that any of the girls are smoking or using the 
wrong kind of language, we’ll correct it.” 

“Not ‘if,’ Mr. Jackson,” the woman insisted. “There’s 
no question but that they’re doing these things. Gladys is 
too truthful ever to make up such stories.” 

But he said: “We’ll investigate, Mrs. James, I assure 
you.” 

Harry rose, and walked with the Jameses to the door, 
listening politely as the woman chattered on about a 
brunch she was giving the following Sunday and how nice 
it would be if Harry could attend. He promised to check 
his calendar and let her know. 

As they left his office, Harry groaned inwardly, noticing 
Mrs. Lindbeck entering the lobby. This was not his day. 
Why was it, he asked himself, that the same parents were 
always the ones to complain? And usually their own chil¬ 
dren were at fault. 

“Another one to schmooze over,” Donna whispered 
from her desk, as Mrs. Lindbeck stopped to greet the 
Jameses at the door. 

“Part of the job,” he replied. 

Donna left her desk and walked over to him. “I haven’t 
had a chance to tell you how much I—” she began. 

“Cut it out, Donna,” he interrupted, attempting to keep 
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his voice down. “I’m just not interested. If you want to 
peddle it, go find yourself a sailor. Do anything you want, 
but just stay away from me.” 

“My, aren’t you the nasty man?” Donna said, but she 
was grinning as she spoke. 

In a way, Harry felt sorry for her. Ordinarily she was 
likeable enough, even though she was not highly intelligent. 
He realized that just as his own wife was suffering from a 
psychological illness, so too was Donna. But Donna was 
none of his concern, he told himself. He had too many 
worries of his own to be concerned over other people’s 
problems. 

Mrs. Lindbeck gave him a brisk “Good afternoon” as 
she walked toward him, ignoring Donna. 

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Lindbeck,” Harry replied cor¬ 
dially, stepping aside to allow her to enter his office ahead 
of him. She was a tall, mannish-looking woman, heavily 
freckled, who always walked with her shoulders stooped, 
as if some heavy burden were resting on her back. She 
stomped into the office, settled herself in a chair, and 
turned to look at Harry. 

“What is it this time, Mrs. Lindbeck?” he asked, and 
realized that he had not hidden the impatience he felt at 
seeing her. 

“Mr. Jackson,” she said, “if it’s too much trouble for 
you to discuss my son’s education with me, I’m sure Mrs. 
Taggart would be only too happy to listen to me.” 

“I’m sure she would,” Harry replied. “But this happens 
to be one of the assignments I have, Mrs. Lindbeck. I 
apologize if I seemed curt just now.” 

He meant what he said. Dealing with parents was part of 
his job and, normally, he enjoyed the challenge of wading 
through their problems, trying to solve them with as much 
finesse as was possible. “I’m—not feeling too well today,” 
he explained. 

“I’m sorry to hear that.” 

“It’s nothing, really,” Harry said. “How can I help you, 
Mrs. Lindbeck?” 

“Well,” she said, sighing heavily. “Alvin came home 
last night beaten up, bruised all over. Now, both you and I 
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know how kind and gentle and intelligent Alvin is. These 
beatings have happened before, Mr. Jackson, and this is 
not the first time I’ve brought them to your attention. Alvin 
is a very sensitive boy. His I.Q.—as I’m sure you’re aware 
—is quite high. Mr. Lindbeck and I have great plans for 
him. I’m sure I don’t need to tell you what shape our 
country is in at the present time. The word may be old- 
fashioned or out-of-date, but both Alvin’s father and my¬ 
self are patriots, and concerned over the future of our 
country. It will be absolutely necessary for boys like Alvin 
to come to the fore in the future. What kind of an effect 
can these continual beatings have on his young mind, Mr. 
Jackson?” 

Harry took a cigarette, slowly lighted it, and blew the 
smoke towards the ceiling. Everything this woman said 
was obviously true, yet there was a question in his mind 
as to her motivations. 

She said, “I don’t approve of smoking, Mr. Jackson. I 
had thought you would remember that.” 

He looked at the cigarette, then at her. 

“Neither Mr. Lindbeck nor myself indulge in smoking,” 
she said. “There are, of course, the obvious dangers 
that have been shown to us by the medical profession. But, 
more than that, we consider smoking a vice, something to 
which our children should not be exposed. They imitate 
us, Mr. Jackson—our every move, in fact—as I’m sure 
you realize.” 

He wanted to tell her to mind her own business. He 
wanted to tell her that she was wrong, that somewhere 
along the way her good intentions had been twisted out of 
line, that she was crusading in the wrong direction. Yet, he 
also knew that in his present position, it was not his place 
to argue, especially with a parent like Mrs. Lindbeck. 

He found himself wondering how he, Harry Jackson, a 
thinking human being, had allowed himself to wander so 
far from his own convictions. Yet he owed an allegiance of 
sorts to the Lindbecks. Harry had accepted the respon¬ 
sibility of educating their children, and with that responsi¬ 
bility came this procedure, which he could not ignore, no 
matter how much he wished otherwise. 
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He put out the cigarette in the ashtray without comment, 
but damning himself for allowing this woman to speak to 
him in such a manner. Well, he had had practice in setting 
his personal feelings aside; the most important thing at 
the moment was the Lindbecks’ child. 

“I agree with you about the future of our country,” he 
said, “but I also think that Alvin could be a little more— 
boyish, if you understand my meaning.” 

“I’m afraid I don’t.” 

“Alvin is fourteen, Mrs. Lindbeck. He is no longer a 
baby and still not an adult. Boys of his age are rough, to 
put it mildly. Physical strength, to them, is a symbol of 
masculinity. Perhaps this is the wrong kind of symbol. 
And, as an educator, I wish their standards were different. 
Certainly I do not condone the reported beatings of your 
son. But at the same time, fortunately or unfortunately, we 
live in a world, Mrs. Lindbeck, in which boys like Alvin 
are expected to conform to certain standards. Alvin is, as 
you say, a sensitive child, yet he is a boy. His I.Q.—and I 
have checked the records—is quite high, though not so 
high as to rate him special consideration. He must learn to 
get along with boys his own age. Since our last meeting, 
I’ve observed Alvin in contact with these boys, and to put 
it bluntly, Alvin is an outsider. He doesn’t fit in with the 
group. The other boys know that if they pick on Alvin, he 
will not retaliate. Children, at this age, are quite cruel.” 

“Is that all you can say?” 

“I could say much more, but I see no sense in it.” 

Mrs. Lindbeck twisted her hands in her lap. “I expected 
sympathetic understanding from you, Mr. Jackson.” 

“I’m sorry if I’ve disappointed you. Alvin—and you as 
well—will have to face the fact that we cannot provide him 
with protection every evening after school. And, for his 
part, Alvin must recognize that the other boys will con¬ 
tinue to pick on him until he learns to protect himself.” 

“I consider your attitude completely absurd,” Mrs. 
Lindbeck blurted, “and I will certainly speak to Mrs. Tag¬ 
gart about this.” 

“That’s up to you,” Harry replied calmly. He felt he 
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knew Mrs. Taggart well enough to be sure that she would 
back him up in what he had just said. 

Mrs. Lindbeck rose, glanced at him piercingly, and 
marched stiffly from the room. 

Donna peered in. “I see you made a big impression on 
her,” she said. 

“The usual,” he replied. 

“Bully for you. She’s a twenty-four-carat bitch.” 

“She’s a woman who thinks she’s in the right. Depend¬ 
ing which side of the fence you’re on, she’s either a bitch 
or a Jeanne d’Arc.” 

Donna left him alone, for which he was grateful. He sat 
behind his desk and closed his eyes. There were so many 
things piling up on him. He recalled the carefree, easy exis¬ 
tence he had led before meeting Janice. Yet, at that point, 
he had been living merely from day to day, trying to con¬ 
vince himself that what he was doing was worthwhlc. It 
had taken Janice to prove this to him. And, for that much 
at least, he would always be grateful to her. 

He wondered what she was doing at that moment. A 
few months ago, he would have phoned her at this time, 
just to talk to her, just to hear her voice and know that she 
was waiting for him to come home. But right now there 
was no one waiting for him, anywhere. 

He could do whatever he wished, go wherever he 
chose, and no one gave a damn. Realization of that was 
strangely discomforting. That kind of freedom was for the 
birds. He wanted a home. He wanted to belong to some¬ 
one. 

And there were decisions—difficult ones—to be made 
that now stalked fearsomely around the edge of his con¬ 
sciousness. The prime decision, of course, concerned his 
relationship with Janice. He did not need to convince him¬ 
self that all he had had with her was vanished, that their 
life together could never again be as it had been. But all 
the harrowing details remained. There was the physical 
problem of packing, the emotional problem of saying 
goodbye and leaving. And finding a place to live. All these 
seemed unimportant now, yet he knew how difficult it 
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would be, when the time came, for him to actually move 
out. 

There was also the problem of Aggie, although at the 
moment he did not consider that as being serious. Ob¬ 
viously she was suffering growing pains. She was trying to 
prove something to herself and, in the process, she was 
using him. That problem could be overcome without too 
much difficulty—or so it seemed to him in the sanctuary 
of his office. 

And then there were the school problems. And there 
was Donna. And finally, there was Marge Thomas. Should 
he hire her, or not? Her qualifications were fine, and yet he 
felt sure there would be friction between them if she were 
around. He would have to decide soon, however. He 
must be fair and not keep her dangling when apparently 
she needed a job. And, God knew, good teachers were not 
easily come by at this time, so he must be fair to the school. 

Donna entered, grinning widely. “Mrs. Schmidt is wait¬ 
ing,” she said. 

“Why the grin?” 

“You haven’t met Mrs. Schmidt yet.” 

“Is she that bad?” 

“That’s for you to find out,” Donna said and left again, 
laughing gently. 


Mrs. Schmidt entered the office slowly, almost hesitant¬ 
ly, watching him strangely. She was small with an attrac¬ 
tive figure neatly dressed in expensive clothes, her dark 
hair perfectly arranged around an exquisite face. Her 
mouth was small, the full lips giving her a pouting expres¬ 
sion. 

He rose and smiled at her warmly, trying desperately to 
remember if he had had an appointment with her. He had 
made notes of all his appointments scheduled for that 
afternoon and her name was not on his calendar. He knew 
that Mrs. Schmidt’s daughter was enrolled at the school, 
but he could not remember the girl’s name. 

“It’s Mr. Jackson, isn’t it?” she asked in a strangely 
husky voice. 
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“That’s correct. I’m sorry we haven’t met before, but 
when your daughter enrolled I was not in the office.” 

From her, as she stepped toward him, came the faint 
redolence of expensive perfume. She gave the general im¬ 
pression of being a highly fastidious woman, exquisitely 
groomed and clothed. She was at least thirty-two or thirty- 
three, he thought, and, as he looked at her more closely 
he noticed that she had one of the most perfect natural 
complexions he had ever seen. 

“I’m here regarding Trina,” she said. 

“What seems to be the trouble?” Harry asked. 

He took out a pack of cigarettes and offered her one 
that she politely declined. He lighted his own. 

“The trouble is this—” the woman said, opening her 
purse and taking out a book which she handed to him 
across the desk. 

He glanced at the book. It was one of those porno¬ 
graphic books that sometimes circulated among school-age 
youngsters. There were drawings of men and women in 
various stages of undress. Some of the drawings went 
further, however, showing the many different positions 
and methods by which some people obtain sexual satisfac¬ 
tion. 

He closed the book and handed it back to her. 

“Do you mean that your daughter got this book here at 
the school?” he asked. 

“She says she did.” 

“Is there any reason to doubt her?” he asked. 

“I don’t think so,” Mrs. Schmidt said, shrugging. “Trina 
is not the world’s perfect child, but I don’t believe she 
lies. I found her looking at this book last night. I ques¬ 
tioned her about where and how she had got it, and she 
said that she had bought it here at school.” 

“From whom?” 

“She wouldn’t say.” 

Harry drew deeply on his cigarette. 

Mrs. Schmidt thumbed through the pages of the book. 
“I must say,” she said, “that I was a trifle surprised that 
she could buy a book such as this at Taggart School. I 
was under the impression—” 
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“I doubt very much that she did buy the book here,” 
Harry interrupted. 

“Well—she says she did,” Mrs. Schmidt persisted. 
“Where else could she have gotten it?” 

“Perhaps on the way to or from school,” he replied. 
“I’m positive that filth such as this is not being sold on the 
school grounds.” 

Mrs. Schmidt continued to turn the pages of the book. 
She paused now and then to study a certain drawing, then 
went on flipping pages. She stopped at one page, looked at 
it for a moment, then held the book so that Harry could 
see the illustration. 

“Can you imagine how I felt when I discovered that my 
daughter, my little girl, had actually seen something like 
this? I was—well, to put it mildly, Mr. Jackson, I was 
shocked.” Her face was rather flushed as she looked up at 
Harry. She licked her lips cautiously, a veiled hint of 
something in the backs of her eyes. “I’m not a woman 
easily shocked, Mr. Jackson, but this certainly did shock 

___ ji 

me. 

He glanced at the picture. The artist had been very pre¬ 
cise in his rendering. No detail was left to the imagination. 
Even the woman’s face in the picture was contorted into a 
combined expression of anguish and ecstasy. 

“The—the artist who did that must have—well,” Mrs. 
Schmidt said. “I don’t see how in the world he could have 
drawn such a picture without actually witnessing the act 
itself.” 

“It is rather detailed,” Harry commented mildly. 

“Naturally, I kept this book from my husband. I’m 
afraid he wouldn’t understand such things.” She licked her 
lips again, the triangular tip of her tongue tiny and pink. 
The flushed color of her face deepened. “Mr. Schmidt is 
a rather cold man. He has no idea about the—the quite 
extraordinary things that can take place between a man 
and a woman.” 

Harry felt himself grinning. It was obvious to him that 
this woman was enjoying herself, enjoying looking at this 
particular picture. He glanced across at the windows and 
saw two teachers walking by, talking animatedly. 



98 UNNATURAL WIFE 

“You—you were once an artist, weren’t you, Mr. Jack- 
son?” 

“I was, at one time.” 

“Did you—?” She did not complete the question. 

“No, Mrs. Schmidt,” he said, “I never did any pictures 
of this sort.” 

“My, but it’s warm in here,” she said, glancing at the 
windows. And then, looking straight at him, “Mr. Jackson, 
I’m a very lonely woman. I’m still young and I like to think 
of myself as being attractive.” 

“What does that have to do with your daughter?” Harry 
asked. 

She smiled slowly. “I don’t think the school would 
profit by having it known that my daughter bought such a 
book here.” 

“Could you prove that she did?” He felt suddenly that 
he had better proceed cautiously. This woman wanted 
something more than mere pacification because of the 
book—much more. 

“Could you prove that she didn’t?” She rose to her feet, 
still watching him, gauging him, making him feel slightly 
uncomfortable. In a way, he could sympathize with her 
husband. “Mr. Jackson,” she went on, “I think we should 
discuss this further, some place where we would have a 
little more privacy. I don’t feel right talking about such 
things here.” 

“Where would you suggest, Mrs. Schmidt?” This was 
blackmail, pure and simple, and he knew it. 

Satisfaction was apparent in her eyes. She knew now 
that she had him where she wanted him—they both 
knew it. “I’ll be in the Pink Slipper around ten o’clock to¬ 
night. It’s a small bar out on Ventura.” 

“And you expect me to be there?” 

“Yes.” 

“What if I’m not?” 

She pursed her lips, holding the book up in front of her. 
“As I said before, I don’t think the school would like the 
publicity.” 

“I suppose not.” 

“Until ten tonight?” 
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“We’ll see, Mrs. Schmidt, we’ll see. I’m not accustomed 
to being blackmailed.” 

She laughed. “That’s a nasty word, isn’t it? I don’t 
think I like the sound of it.” 

“The truth is often nasty-sounding, Mrs. Schmidt.” 

“It’s up to you,” she said. “I’m sure I won’t disappoint 
you, just as I’m sure you won’t disappoint me. I have an 
idea the meeting between us will be very satisfactory.” 

“That depends.” 

“On what?” 

“On whether or not we actually have the meeting.” 

“Oh, Mr. Jackson, we will—we will.” 



11 


Harry stood before the bathroom mirror, adjusting his 
tie, wondering how he managed to get himself into so many 
uncomfortable predicaments. Now, in addition to all his 
other problems, he had this Schmidt woman to worry 
about. He had no doubt that she would carry out her 
threat if he did not meet her later that night. She was ob¬ 
viously a smooth little operator, and, to judge from her 
expensive clothes and accessories, a successful one. This, 
Harry told himself, unconsciously using a term he had 

heard from the pupils, would have to be played cool_ 

real cool. 

He heard Janice singing to herself in the bathroom. She 
seemed extremely gay and pleased, making Harry wonder 
whether she had seen her lover during the day. 

He went into the bedroom as Janice was finishing dress¬ 
ing. He and Janice were taking Aggie and Kathy out to 
dinner, and he still had not fully decided about Mrs. 
Schmidt. 

He walked across to Janice and swatted her playfully 
across the buttocks with his palm. “Anyone ever tell you 
you have a gorgeous rear elevation?” he asked. 

She turned and he recognized the beginning of anger in 
her eyes. “I wish you wouldn’t act so damned friendly, 
Harry,” she said. “I like you much better when you’re 
your usual son-of-a-bitching self.” 

“Thanks a lot.” 

“Any old time, pal.” 

“You get it today?” 

“That’s a disgusting question, Harry.” 

“Just asking.” 

“Well, don’t ask such questions in the future.” 
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“What do you call it?” he asked. “I mean, when—” 

“I know exactly what you mean.” 

He felt lightheaded, almost giddy, and wondered how 
long the feeling would remain with him. He had gone 
through the motions of work during the day, and since 
leaving the school, his thoughts had been primarily occu¬ 
pied with that ridiculous Mrs. Schmidt, wondering how he 
might adequately handle the situation. But he also realized 
that he was thinking more and more about Marge Thomas, 
and that puzzled him. 

“You’re perfectly disgusting sometimes, Harry,” Janice 
said. 

“Am I really?” 

“Go to hell!” she snapped at him. 

He laughed and left the room. 


The spot to which they took Aggie and Kathy was one 
of those smoky, dimly lighted places, featuring a small 
combo that sat in a far corner and mutilated popular tunes. 
The dance floor at the middle of the room was crowded, 
couples shoving and bumping one another, but somehow 
managing to appear as if they were enjoying themselves. 

There had been a time in his life, Harry recalled, watch¬ 
ing with half-closed eyes and barely listening to the con¬ 
versation around him, when he had considered such a 
dive romantic and glamorous. But now, still besieged by 
his personal worries and after his day at school, he was 
merely bored. 

The dinner, from the resigned waiter in the soiled tuxe¬ 
do to the cold entree and melting ice ceam, was a triumph 
of mediocrity. Harry sat in a daze, disregarding Aggie and 
Kathy and Janice, trying simply to concentrate on the 
necessities of eating and drinking. 

Kathy giggled irritatingly and he wanted to slap her 
face. He realized this was probably the first time she had 
ever been to a night club, yet he wished that she would 
not continue to make a fool of herself. She looked precise¬ 
ly what she was—a schoolgirl out for a thrill. 
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Aggie, though, was another matter. Her beauty was in¬ 
tense and breathtaking. Harry was certain she had on 
nothing underneath the simple black sheath she was wear¬ 
ing, for every line and curve of her young body showed 
clearly. He was conscious of the many glances she drew 
from the other tables. 

The band was playing a slow waltz now. He stood up and 
asked Aggie to dance. They entered the mass of humanity 
on the dance floor, her young body fitting against his, and 
he felt the tips of her breasts, two delightful points, press 
against his chest. Involuntarily, his body started respond¬ 
ing to the movement of her hips as she clung to him, her 
fingers moving gently through the hair at the back of his 
neck. There was no room to dance, only space enough for 
them to stand and press against each other, trying to keep 
out of the way of the other couples. 

“I like this,” she whispered in his ear. “I like being 
close to you, feeling you this way.” 

He tried to ignore her willingness, tried not to imagine 
what might happen if he allowed himself to do the things 
she wanted him to do. Suddenly he pulled away from her 
and led her off the dance floor and back to the table. He 
was aroused, and angry with himself for being so, and 
immediately insisted that he drive them all home. 


A few minutes after ten o’clock, he pulled into the Pink 
Slipper parking lot. He sat in the car for a few minutes, 
finishing a cigarette, fighting down the turmoil within him. 
He had driven the girls home, aware of Janice’s vile mood 
and of the closeness of Aggie, sitting beside him . He still 
felt the sharp edge of desire stabbing him , but now he also 
knew where he could vent that desire if he chose. 

As he was stepping from the car, he saw a small figure 
walking toward him across the parking lot. 

“I was watching for you,” Mrs. Schmidt said as she 
reached his car. “I knew you’d be here.” 

“I wasn’t so sure,” he said. 

“Let’s ride down to the beach,” she said, and, not wait¬ 
ing for him to reply, got into the car. 
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They drove slowly and silently out through Ventura, 
cutting across Topanga Canyon and down to Malibu. She 
sat huddled on her side of the seat smoking one cigarette 
after another, occasionally glancing at him as if to reas¬ 
sure herself that he was really there. 

He found an isolated spot along the beach and stopped 
the car. 

“Okay, Mrs. Schmidt,” he said, gruffly, turning to look 
at her, “you’ve blackmailed me into coming out here with 
you. Now what?” 

“You don’t have to be so callous about it,” she said. 

“Why not? I’m not accustomed to being blackmailed.” 

“I wish you wouldn’t use that word.” 

He could hear the sounds of the surf. A car horn blared 
in the distance and from somewhere came the sound of a 
dog barking. He felt trapped. He did not want to be with 
this strange, lonely woman. He wanted a good woman, 
someone with whom he could share his ideas as well as 
his body. 

“You may call me Lois,” she said, taking one of his 
hands in hers, holding it tightly. 

He did not reply, or respond to her touch. 

“I suppose you think I’m some kind of fool,” she said 
after a moment. “Well, maybe I am. I’m still an attractive 
woman and I want some love before I become too old to 
enjoy it. Is that so bad?” 

“You’re also a married woman,” he said. 

“What difference does that make? My husband—you 
couldn’t understand about a man like him. He thinks sex 
is something vile and dirty and he treats me like I’m some 
kind of bug whenever I ask him to—well, whatever it is I 
might ask him. And he’s spoiling our daughter, too— 
spoiling her rotten. I pity the man who eventually marries 
her. She’ll make life pure hell for him, just as her father 
is making life pure hell for me. But you wouldn’t know 
about that, would you? You couldn’t possibly know. I lie 
there in bed at night and he climbs in beside me and touch¬ 
es me with those cold hands of his—hands as cold as death 
—and I think maybe tonight, maybe now he’ll love me 
and make me a woman again. And then he simply swears 
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at me and tells me bow rotten I am because of what I 
want, what I need.” 

She was whining, steeped in self-pity, yet, in spite of him¬ 
self, she had touched him deeply. He understood that part 
of her that was yearning for release. 

“A sad story,” he said, unable to think of anything more, 
regardless of his momentary compassion for her. 

“The story of my life,” she said. 

“You might divorce him. Have you considered that?” 

She laughed. “Divorce? I’m afraid that’s out of the 
question. For one thing I would never see my daughter 
again and I couldn’t bear that. No, divorce isn’t the answer 
for me now. What I need now is a man. I want a man, 
Harry,” she said. “And you’re a man.” 

Again he felt trapped, as if outside circumstances and 
chance, rather than any sort of mutual affection or even 
choice had driven them together with the seemingly aimless 
energy of bugs scooting about a pond’s smooth surface. 
Emotionally, he did not want to share himself with her 
under these conditions, and yet there was that strong 
physical drive for her that he could not deny. The stabbing 
heat he had felt inside him while dancing with Aggie re¬ 
turned now with equal intensity. 

She raised his hand to her lips and kissed his fingers 
with her quick, hot tongue. “I’ve been thinking of this all 
day,” she said, “thinking how it would be with you. Oh, 
Harry!” 

They met as if in combat. He was amazed at the 
strength of her arms as they encirled him. Those softly 
pouting lips opened wide and her tongue darted out, touch¬ 
ing his, sending spirals of desire throughout him. He felt 
for a moment as if this were the culmination of everything, 
as if this was what had been meant for him all along. 

Her breath was hot against his face. Her hands groped 
at him, released him and held him roughly. 

“My God!” she cried out. “My God!” 

He felt her naked thighs encircling him as he leaned 
over her. Momentarily the whole world seemed to turn 
upside down and, for that moment he knew nothing but 
the enthralling rhythm of their bodies as they moved to- 
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gcther on the seat of the car. She began murmuring in his 
ear, breathlessly begging him to go on and on and on, and 
then everything was a blur before his eyes and as the world 
seemed to collapse around him, he heard, sharp and clear, 
the woman beneath him scream. 

He lay still for a while, and then, as he moved from her, 
he heard the rustling of her clothes. She sat up and began 
adjusting her hair. He could not look at her. His mind 
was reeling with shame and revulsion. First there had 
been Donna, and now this woman. Would his life be filled 
with nothing but a series of women whom he could not 
bare to touch, to even look at, after he had taken them? 

Oh, God, he thought, he did not want that. He wanted 
so much more. 

What next? How could he debase himself further? How 
much lower could he sink? 
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During the teachers’ meeting the following Thursday 
night, Harry presided as usual, yet he was only vaguely 
aware of what was being said around him. No one seemed 
to be paying any attention to the business at hand. And 
Mrs. Taggart, two or three times, exhibited annoyance. 

Harry found himself staring across the room, his atten¬ 
tion caught by a familiar face, but several seconds passed 
before recognition burst upon him. The woman was Marge 
Thomas. That he had hired her the day before had com¬ 
pletely slipped his memory. He smiled at her now, but she 
looked at him, through him, and beyond him with no 
change of expression. 

The meeting dragged on. There was a great deal of dis¬ 
cussion of school matters, both important and unimpor¬ 
tant, and nothing whatever was settled, which was not 
unusual at such meetings. 

Later, as he stopped his car at the front gate which 
ran past the school, his headlights picked out Marge 
Thomas standing on the corner. Some strange and deep 
urge told him that he must get to know this woman. He 
was puzzled by that urge, yet now he realized that she 
had been in his thoughts a great deal since their initial 
meeting. Of course, he knew that he had made a bad first 
impression on her and now wanted to correct it. In some 
strange way, she appeared to him almost as a beacon of 
sanity in his mad, crumbling world. 

He moved the car down the street and pulled up along¬ 
side her. Getting out of the car, he walked to her. Her face 
was barely visible in the shadows. 

He said, “I’ll be glad to give you a lift home, if you 
like, Mrs. Thomas.” 
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She hesitated briefly, then said, “That’s nice of you, Mr. 
Jackson, but I’m afraid it would take you out of your 
way.” 

“No trouble at all,” he assured her. 

“Really?” 

“Really.” He extended his hand and took her by the 
elbow, helping her into the car. Amazingly, he felt light¬ 
hearted, almost happy, and he knew that the feeling was 
due to Marge Thomas’s closeness. He needed so much to 
know someone like her, someone who, if nothing else, 
represented the normal world with which he had felt him¬ 
self out of touch so long, almost as a stranger. 

As he got into the car, she made a slight sound of 
amusement. 

“What’s that for?” he asked, offended. 

“Nothing.” 

“A secret?” 

“No, not really,” she said. “Perhaps I shouldn’t say 
this, Mr. Jackson, but I have the feeling that we’re very 
much alike.” 

“How do you mean?” he asked. 

“I don’t want to seem personal.” 

“That’s all right. I’d like to know what you think about 
me,” he said, starting the car. 

“Well, it just seemed to me that you are—well, as lone¬ 
ly as I am. Somehow we both seem to be out of touch with 
the people around us.” 

He was surprised at her statement, but at the same time 
rather pleased by what she had said. There was no self- 
pity in the way she had spoken, and his mind drew a sharp 
comparison between her and Mrs. Schmidt. The latter had 
whined about her loneliness, begging to have it relieved, 
shouting to the world that what had happened to her was 
unfair. Marge Thomas had a different attitude, however; 
what seemed to be a wholesome acceptance of the world 
as it was, and of her own relation to it. 

“You’re a very perceptive woman,” he said. “I haven’t 
met anyone quite so sensitive in a long while.” 

“Thank you.” 

“Please call me Harry.” 
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“Very well—Harry. You may call me Marge, if you 
like.” 

“I’d like to, very much. And I’d also like to apologize 
for the way—well, the way I behaved the other day during 
the interview. I’m sincerely sorry about that.” 

“Think nothing of it,” Marge said, smiling at him. “We 
were both on edge. I didn’t behave too well, myself.” 

As he followed the route she had given him to reach 
her apartment, Harry felt a curious delight spreading 
through him, as if the nightmares of the past six months 
were already fading into the past. He could almost see 
himself awakening to a bright new world. Then he firmly 
put a checkrein on his high spirits. He warned himself 
not to become too fond of this woman, especially since he 
had known her for such a short time, but he could not 
seem to help himself. 

He parked in front of her building, on a side street near 
the business district of North Hollywood, somewhat sur¬ 
prised at the general shabbiness of the neighborhood. He 
switched off the ignition and turned in the seat to look at 
her. 

“The end of the line,” she said. 

“Does it have to be?” 

She looked away from him, and stared out the side 
window. He had the impression that she was debating 
whether or not to ask him up to her apartment. 

“I have coffee,” she said, finally, turning to him again. 
“Would you like a cup?” 

“Very much.” 

He followed her into the building, down a dimly lighted 
hallway, to the door at the end. She unlocked the door 
and Harry waited while she entered and switched on a 
light. 

The apartment was small and shabby. Harry noticed 
her expression as he looked about, and realized that she 
was embarrassed at having him see the place, that she 
probably had been accustomed to much more. His sympa¬ 
thy for her seemed to draw him even closer. 

The room in which they were standing was a combina¬ 
tion sleeping-living room. At one end he could see a tiny 
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kitchen, and at the other were two doors which he 
assumed opened into the bathroom and a closet. The 
furnishings were old and badly worn, yet the place was 
clean and tidy, giving the impression that Marge worked 
hard with what she had, getting the most out of very little. 

“Home,” she said. “It isn’t much. I’m afraid.” 

“I’ve lived in a hell of a lot worse,” he said. 

She smiled and said, “You’re very kind,” and went into 
the kitchen. 

He followed her as far as the doorway and watched her 
prepare the coffee. 

“You’re a persistent man, Mr. Jackson,” she said. 

“Harry—remember?” 

“All right—Harry. But I still think you’re persistent.” 

“Why so?” , : vu&V.O 

“I had made up my mind about you,” she said. “I had 
the notion that you were—” she grinned— “a man who jOto 
devoured all the pretty women around him. I wanted ' ' 
only a pleasant professional relationship with you, nothing 
more.” 

“And now?” 

“You’ve been persistent in being nice—and kind. I ap¬ 
preciate that.” 

“You thought I was interested only in sex?” 

“Yes.” 

“I can see why.” 

“I’d rather not talk about it,” she said. 

They walked into the other room. She settled herself 
on the couch, which looked extremely comfortable, and 
took her time lighting a cigarette. He sat down in the worn 
easy chair opposite her, and also lighted a cigarette, inhal¬ 
ing deeply, discovering that for the first time in longer than 
he cared to remember, he felt relaxed. 

“Marge,” he said. 

“Yes?” 

“I’m very comfortable here. Really comfortable.” 

She smiled at him. “I’ve heard rumors about you and 
your wife. They’re common gossip at the school.” 

“I suppose they are. Would you tell me what you’ve 
heard?” 
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“There isn’t much to tell. Just that you and your wife 
don’t get along—that perhaps a divorce is in the future.” 

“Nothing more than that?” he asked. 

“No.” 

He felt relieved. “It’s funny,” he said, “about rumors. 
I should have known that sooner or later there would be 
talk about Janice and me, but I never allowed myself to 
think about it.” He looked at her intently. “Marge, I hope 
you won’t misunderstand me—what I’m going to say, I 
mean. This may sound trite and corny, but I have the 
feeling that we understand each other, that maybe it was 
a good thing we met when we did. I know that my own life 
recently has been full of hate and distrust and that I’ve 
done some things that don’t exactly make me feel proud 
of myself. But I did them, and that’s that. I can’t take them 
back.” 

“We all do things we’re sorry for,” she said. She rose 
from the couch and went to him, touching his face gently 
with the tips of her fingers. “Harry, I know what you 
meant before,” she continued, standing over him. “I know 
exactly. I’ve also been feeling lost and forlorn for quite 
some time. But now, suddenly, here with you, I feel that 
maybe things aren’t so bad after all. Perhaps we’ve both 
been through things that have shaded our lives and dulled 
our feelings, but neither of us can continue living in such 
fashion—can we?” 

“No,” he agreed. 

“I like the fact that you’re here,” she said. She looked 
around the room. “Even this shabby little hole in the wall 
seems pleasant all of a sudden.” 

He watched her walk back to the couch, admiring her 
gracefulness, and thinking how low he had sunk by resort¬ 
ing to women like Donna and Mrs. Schmidt. He would not 
allow that phase of his life to touch his relationship with 
Marge, he vowed. And he would not allow the sickness, 
which had invaded his life through Janice, to overcome 
his chance for happiness. Marge was a decent human being 
and, even though he was reluctant to anticipate the future, 
he knew that their lives would be intertwined from this 
moment on. 
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She clicked on a small portable radio beside the couch 
and soft music filled the room. Harry felt drowsy, as if he 
might fall asleep at any moment, as if he had just returned 
from a long trip. He realized that he had been drained 
emotionally since his discovery regarding Janice and that 
there was little left inside him except confusion and a sort 
of dull resignation to his thwarted, tortured life. 

He stubbed out his cigarette in the ashtray, folded his 
hands in his lap and closed his eyes, listening to the music. 

Then he felt someone shaking him by the shoulder. He 
blinked open his eyes and sat up with a start. Marge was 
standing beside the chair, grinning as she looked down at 
him. 

“I guess I was wrong about you,” she said. “You cer¬ 
tainly haven’t been chasing me around the room.” 

He shook his head. “My God, I’m sorry. I—” 

“Don’t apologize. It’s quite all right.” 

He laughed, feeling foolish. “I—I don’t know what 
happened to me. One moment I was sitting here, thinking 
about you, how lucky I was to meet you, and listening to 
the music, wishing that this would never end, and—” He 
laughed again. 

“And the next moment you were sound asleep. Come on, 
coffee’s ready.” 

They went into the kitchen and sat opposite one an¬ 
other at the tiny table. He sipped his coffee and looked 
across at her. 

She said, “You’ve been very tired, lately, haven’t you?” 

“Situations, circumstances,” he said. “They’re wearing 
me out. Or maybe I’m getting old,” he continued and he 
tried to laugh. 

“That isn’t it, and you know it,” she said, an edge of 
annoyance in her tone. “You’re under too much stress, 
that’s the reason.” 

He found himself admiring her more and more. “I 
think you’re a pretty special sort of person, Marge,” he 
said. 

“You don’t know me,” she said, a little too forcefully. 
“People don’t really know other people until they’ve—” 

“Until they’ve what?” he asked. 
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“You know the old phrase—until they’ve lived with 
them.” 

“It’s a wise old phrase,” he said, remembering the time 
when he had thought he had known Janice. “But I meant 
what I said about your being special. Maybe something 
hidden away in your past has shocked you, just as I have 
been shocked. Maybe that was what made you want to 
hide from yourself. But you can’t go on hiding forever, 
Marge. I’m just realizing that, myself.” 

“Are you a psychiatrist, too?” she asked. 

“No,” he replied, “but I’m a human being with a certain 
amount of sensitivity, and I feel what I feel. I would like 
to get closer to you, Marge.” 

She grinned. “None of that, now.” 

“You know what I mean,” he said. 

“Yes, I do,” she said, reaching across the table, touching 
his hand briefly with her own. “And I thank you,” she add¬ 
ed, wiping her eyes. Harry realized then, that in some way 
he had reached her, that he was penetrating to her secret, 
inner self. “You’d better go,” she said. 

“I hope I haven’t hurt you in any way,” he said. 

“Of course you haven’t. I was just behaving like a wom¬ 
an. Also, I’m tired. I’d like to get some sleep.” 

Together they walked silently to the door and stood 
there a moment looking at one another, the wonder of dis¬ 
covery in their eyes, each realizing that the evening they 
had just spent together marked a beginning for them, a 
beginning of something that would continue to grow. 

“Thanks for the coffee,” he said, opening the door, not 
wanting to leave. 

“Good night, Harry,” she said, wishing he could stay. 


She closed the door after him and leaned her forehead 
against it, moving her head from sicte to side. There were 
tears in her eyes and, as she moved away from the door, 
she wiped the backs of her hands across her eyelids, not 
wanting to give in to her feelings. 

She looked at the drabness of her surroundings, and 
could not restrain the sudden surge of self-pity that swept 
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through her. Had her pride been so deeply hurt by Glenn 
that she had been forced into this? She had given up so 
much in an attempt to keep her own honesty, her own 
sense of values. But had she managed to do even that? 

She was lonely and unsure of herself, living in a vacu¬ 
um, existing without really touching the life around her. 
That was not right. Even Harry had told her as much. He 
had seen into her. This man whom she knew only slightly 
had seen and understood her loneliness. 

She realized that Harry was running away from some¬ 
thing, too, was trying to hide something that had gone 
wrong with his life. Whatever he was trying to conceal 
concerned his wife, that much was clear. But the rumors 
she had heard at school were too general to reveal what 
was actually wrong between them. Perhaps he was having 
the same trouble with his wife that she had had with Glenn. 
Well, he would learn, as she had learned, that trying to 
hold such a marriage together was futile. And he would 
also learn that once he left, there would be little hope of 
returning. He would find, as she had found, that there 
would be nothing left to return to. 

For Marge, Glenn was a memory now, nothing more, 
but she knew that she would not have gone back to him, 
even if given the chance. She had burned that bridge 
behind her. She was glad that she had done so. 

Yet, tonight, she had felt lonelier, emptier, than she had 
ever felt before. She needed someone with whom she might 
share her thoughts and her emotions. She looked down 
at the chair where Harry had fallen asleep, remembering 
the exhaustion in his face as he had slept. Perhaps they 
might help each other, she thought. There was no need 
for her to fear life the way she had been fearing it. That 
was a senseless way of looking at things. And, as he had 
said, you can’t keep on running, hiding from yourself 
and from those around you. 

She lay down on the couch, her eyes wide open, staring 
at the dirty ceiling above her, wondering if her loneliness 
would ever be dispelled, if her hunger for human compan¬ 
ionship would ever be satisfied. She wanted someone, a 
man with whom to share her hopes as well as her body. 
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She wanted to plan a future with someone she loved. She 
wanted to rebuild her shattered life, and she knew that 
Harry did, too. 

She was being honest with herself and, because of that 
she was happy now ... 



13 


Just after ten-thirty Harry arrived home. The lights were 
on all over the house, but no one was in the living room 
when he entered. As he walked down the hallway toward 
his bedroom, he heard the laughter and voices of Aggie 
and Kathy from behind their closed door. 

Janice was in the bedroom, putting on lipstick as he 
entered. She glared at him angrily. “I wondered just when 
in hell you were coming home.” 

Her words struck him like a blow. He was still in the 
mood he had been in when he left Marge, and he had 
been prepared to be pleasant with Janice, wanting the 
time they had left together to be as untaxing as possible. 
There was no sense in their continual bickering, anyway. 

“I didn’t realize there was such a need for me around 
here,” he snapped back at her. 

“I wanted the car, Mr. Funnyman, and that’s all,” she 
said. “Don’t get any other ideas.” 

She stalked past him. 

“Where are you going?” he asked, not really caring. 

“Does it make any difference?” 

He reached for her, grabbing her roughly, and pulled 
her toward him. “Look,” he said, “you’re the one who 
wants to make everything seem all right while your sister 
is here. You can’t just run out at this time of night and 
not expect her to wonder where you’re going.” 

“Can’t I—?” Her lower lip trembled with uncertainty, 
then she straightened her shoulders, releasing herself from 
his grip. “Harry, I have to go out. There’s nothing else I 
can do.” 

“Millie?” 

“Yes, it’s Millie.” 
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He backed away from her, feeling disgust rise up in 
him again. There was no sense in his trying to be pleasant 
to her now. All he wanted was to have her leave. 

She turned and left the room without another word. 
He waited a moment, then took off his suit coat and hung 
it in the closet. He did not feel like going to bed. He was 
tired and ached all over, yet he knew he would not be 
able to sleep. 

He went down the hallway and into the living room, 
and switched on the television set. Some cowboys were 
chasing Indians across the screen, their guns pop-pop¬ 
popping loudly but with apparently little effect. He 
switched channels. A tired-looking M.C. was making stale 
jokes before a panel of equally tired-looking guests. 

“If you turn that off, we might join you,” he heard be¬ 
hind him. 

He turned to see Aggie and Kathy. He had hardly 
spoken to his sister-in-law since that incident on the dance 
floor of the night club. 

“You look as if you could stand a good stiff drink,” 
Aggie said. 

“I guess I could, at that,” he replied. 

“Coming right up, lord and master,” Aggie said, giggling 
happily, turning toward the kitchen. 

He switched off the television set, then settled himself 
on the comfortable sofa, remembering the shabbiness of 
Marge’s apartment. 

Kathy said, “You look very tired.” 

Someone else had said that to him, he recalled. 
“Thanks,” he said sourly. 

“I didn’t mean it that way,” Kathy said quickly. 

“I know you didn’t. I’m not offended, Kathy.” 

She went to the opposite chair and sat down. She was 
wearing a skirt far too tight for her, high heels, and a 
blouse tucked in at the waist that accentuated the fullness 
of her breasts. She was, he thought, a rather pathetic little 
thing, trying to grow up too fast. He hoped she would not 
be too disillusioned by the adult world waiting for her. 

Aggie reappeared from the kitchen, carrying a bottle of 
whiskey, three glasses, a pitcher of water, and a small 
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ice bucket on a tray. “I thought we might join you,” 
she said. 

He wondered if he should object, then thought to 
hell with it, he was not their keeper. They should know 
whether they could handle a drink or not. He was tired 
of worrying about other people, trying to solve everyone 
else’s problems. 

Aggie placed the tray on the coffee table in front of the 
sofa. She looked particularly lovely tonight. She was wear¬ 
ing a multicolored flared skirt and a trim white blouse 
which set off her own coloring to perfection. She was an 
extremely beautiful girl, he considered, and would become 
an astonishing woman some day. 

She mixed the drinks, smiling, humming to herself. She 
handed one to Kathy, one to Harry, and took one for 
herself. 

“Are you sure you should drink?” he found himself 
asking, in spite of his earlier decision not to interfere. 

“You’re not going to play the protective brother-in-law 
tonight, are you?” Aggie asked. 

He shook his head, sipping the drink. 

“Good,” she said. “Do you like the drink?” 

“It hits the spot,” he said. 

“Where did big sister go?” Aggie asked. 

“You’ll have to ask her,” Harry replied. 

They finished their drinks and each had a second, 
making idle conversation as they drank. The liquor warmed 
him, seemed to loosen him inside, and he found himself 
growing quieter as he listened to the continual babbling of 
the two young girls. 

“I have an idea,” Aggie said suddenly, “that you’re 
ignoring us, Harry. I don’t like to be ignored, not even by 
someone as ancient as you are. Let’s play a game.” 

“I’m a little old for post office or spin the bottle.” 

Kathy laughed. He did not see anything amusing in 
what he had said. And he did not like the way Aggie 
was looking at him. There was something crafty in her 
look, as if she had been scheming all along and was now 
about to spring the big surprise. 
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“I had thought of post office,” Aggie said, “and now 
you’ve spoiled it by guessing.” 

“That’s too bad.” 

“Don’t be stuffy.” 

Harry mixed himself a third drink. The anger he had 
felt for Janice had dissipated by now. He was once again 
feeling morose and sad. Perhaps if he could dull his brain 
with liquor, he thought, he would be able to go along 
with whatever they had in mind. Why should he object, 
anyway? It was none of his concern if they wanted to 
ruin themselves. He himself could not be ruined in the 
process any more than he had already been. 

Kathy had left the room while he was thinking, and 
now Aggie came to sit beside him on the couch, resting 
her hand against his thigh. 

“I never told you how much I enjoyed dancing with 
you the other night,” she whispered in a tight voice. 

He moved her hand brusquely. “Aggie,” he said with 
determination, “let’s get one thing straight, right now. 
I’m not going to make love to you tonight, or tomorrow, 
or any other time. I am an adult with certain respon¬ 
sibilities in my life that I must live up to. I’m through 
playing games with you, Aggie. You want to be treated 
as an adult? Then you’d damned well better start acting 
like one, and stop using me as a weapon with which to 
get even with your sister.” 

“You can’t turn me down!” she blurted. 

“Can’t I? I just have, Aggie,” he said. “And there’s 
not one damned thing you can do about it. Do we under¬ 
stand each other on that score?” 

Slowly, very slowly, she moved away from him, a puz¬ 
zled look in her eyes, apparently realizing for the first 
time that he meant what he said. He could see the reali¬ 
zation dawning on her, the fact that her beautiful young 
body—as sensuously appetizing as it was—was not going 
to win for her what she wanted. 

She sat silently for a moment, and then said, “I’ve been 
trying awfully hard, haven’t I?” 

“Too damned hard.” 

“I guess—” She shook her head. 
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“What?” 

She bit her lower lip, fighting to hold back the tears 
that had suddenly welled up in her eyes. “Harry, I’m 
sorry.” 

“You don’t have to be sorry.” 

He pitied her and wished that there were something he 
could do to help her somehow bridge the gap between the 
girl she was and the woman she hoped to be. 

“Give yourself a little time, Aggie,” he said gently. 
“You have a whole lifetime before you. Why be in such 
a hurry to throw your youth away? You’ll lose it fast 
enough.” 

They looked at one another, and in spite of himself, 
Harry could feel desire building up in him at the sight of 
her full lips and the soft sweep of her breasts under her 
blouse. 

“You’re not such a bad guy, after all, Harry,” she 
said. 

“Sure, I’m a great guy, I am.” 

He finished his drink and rose to his feet, knowing 
that he could not remain any longer in the house. He was 
not sure but that if he stayed with her he would succumb to 
temptation. 

He was in the bedroom, removing a sports jacket from 
his closet, when he heard the front-door bell. By the time 
he had reached the door, Aggie had already answered 
and was laughing excitedly, looking up at the tall young 
boy who had just entered. Her hands were on the boy’s 
shoulders and he had bent down to kiss her lightly on the 
cheek. 

“What a surprise!” Aggie giggled happily. 

“I hoped it would be,” the boy said. 

“But how in the world did you get here?” she asked. 

“Hitchhiked. Very simple.” 

Aggie noticed Harry then and, bubbling with enthusi¬ 
asm, walked toward him, leading the boy by the hand. 

“Harry,” she said, “this is Allen Boswick. He’s sort of 
special with me. He’s hitchhiked all the way out here, just 
to see me.” 

Allen’s grip, as he shook hands with Harry, was firm and 
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decisive. Looking at him, Harry had the impression of a 
boy who already knew what he wanted from life and, 
what may have been more important, knew how he was 
going to get it. There was that indefinable quality about 
him which seemed to set him apart from the other boys 
his age whom Harry had come across, a quality that 
somehow foretold success in whatever he might attempt 
He was tall, lanky, broad-shouldered, and had a firm, 
muscular body. His blond hair was curly and his blue 
eyes gazed unwaveringly back at Harry’s. 

“I hope you’ve been taking good care of her, Mr. 
Jackson,” Allen said. 

“The best possible care,” Harry replied, glancing at 
Aggie. He was not sure whether to be relieved or not. 
The boy’s presence might lift him off the hook, yet there 
was always the possibility that Janice might foul things 
up, as only she could, by not allowing him to stay. 

“I was just going out,” Harry said, opening the 
front door. I’ll leave you two alone to catch up on all the 
news. Good night.” 

Outside the night air was cool and invigorating. He had 
no idea where he was going, or even why he was going out 
at all, now that the boy was here and he felt no danger 
of getting too close to Aggie. He knew only that he 
needed to be alone, to allow his thoughts to wander and 
perhaps sort themselves out so that he would be able to put 
some order back into his life. 

He wondered how Janice would react to Allen’s un¬ 
expected appearance. There seemed no pattern by which 
one might judge how Janice would react to anything. He 
hoped that she would not make a scene and force the boy 
to leave at once. In spite of the outrageous way Aggie 
had behaved toward him, Harry sincerely wanted every¬ 
thing to turn out well for her. She was still a child in 
many ways, and he felt that he owed it to her to help her 
in whatever way he possibly could. 

He discovered that he had walked all the way to Ven¬ 
tura Boulevard without realizing he had been walking at 
all. The lights of a small bar beckoned him and inside he 
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ordered a drink. The place was only half filled, and was 
obviously a neighborhood haunt. A television set high in 
the corner of the room blasted away, and at one end of 
the bar several toy dogs were lined up in an even row. 
One of them was a white poodle, about ten inches high, 
with a bright crimson ribbon around its neck and a tiny 
brass bell hanging from the ribbon. Harry went over, 
picked up the toy and shook it. The tiny bell made a 
surprisingly pleasing sound. 

He knew then what he was going to do. He bought the 
toy poodle and hurried outside, hailed a passing taxi, and 
gave the driver the directions to reach Marge’s apartment. 
He had no idea of how she would react to his calling at 
this time, nearly midnight. 

He told the driver not to wait, hurried into the building, 
and once again made his way down the shabby hallway 
toward Marge’s apartment. He hesitated, then rapped light¬ 
ly on the door. He heard her moving about inside, and 
a few seconds later she called through the door, “Who is 
it?” 

“A wandering minstrel.” 

“Harry? Is that you?” 

“Yes, Marge.” 

The door opened an inch and he held the poodle up 
so that she could see it. 

“I thought you might invite us in,” he said. 

She laughed and opened the door. A bed had been 
pulled down from the wall and a small lamp was on the 
bedside table. He noticed a book lying face-down on 
the bed; good, he thought, so he had not wakened her. 

“I come bearing a gift,” he said, extending the toy 
dog. 

She took the little poodle and hugged it to her breast, 
looking up at him with shimmering eyes for a moment 
before turning away so that he could not see her face. 

“I thought you might like it, Marge,” he said. 

“Like it?” she mumbled, then turned to him quickly, 
brushing her lips across his face. “Harry,” she said, step¬ 
ping back, “you’re a dear. It’s just what this shabby old 
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place needs to brighten it up. Besides—” She grinned 
happily. “I’ve needed a watchdog around here for a long 
time.” 

He laughed, delighted that she was pleased with the 
foolish little gift. 

“We’re coming back to life, aren’t we?” she asked, and 
there was a seriousness in her voice that he had not 
heard before. 

“I hope so, Marge. I sincerely hope so.” 

“I’ve been dead, Harry—killed by sorrow and self- 
pity. I thought the whole world was against me just be¬ 
cause I had failed in marriage. That wasn’t right, but now, 
perhaps, we can have something that is right.” 

He reached out and took her in his arms, clutching 
her tightly, as if he were afraid that she would disappear 
if he did not hold on to her. 

“You’re not a figment of my imagination, are you?” he 
asked. 

“No, Harry,” she said, “I’m real.” 

They stood embracing one another for a long while, 
then they slowly parted and he felt something suck at his 
insides, draw him up tightly. The emotion was deeper 
than any he had ever experienced in his life. He knew 
that, without really trying, he could have taken her right 
then. She was his for the asking, and yet he did not want 
her now. He was reverting to an older way of behavior, 
as in time past when a man courted a woman, and asked 
no special favors until the end of the courtship. 

“I think I’m falling in love with you,” he said. 

“Are you sure you should allow that, Harry?” 

“Why shouldn’t I?” 

“You haven’t asked how I feel,” she said. 

“Do I have to ask?” He put his hand under her chin 
and tilted up her face so that he could look into her eyes. 
“No,” he said quietly, “I don’t have to ask. I can see the 
answer in your eyes. I don’t have to ask anything. You 
feel the same as I do, Marge, and it would be idiotic for 
either of us to deny that.” 

“I’m not denying it.” 

“Are you afraid?” 
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“Of what?” 

“Of me, of anything?” 

“Of course I’m afraid,” she said. “I failed once, and 
I tried so hard not to fail. There’s always that chance. My 
first marriage taught me that. Kiss me, just once.” 

He leaned toward her and felt her warm lips against 
his. Desire surged within him, yet he was determined to 
resist the demands of his body. This was not the time to 
go further. That would come later. 

“This isn’t right,” she said, moving away from him, still 
clutching the toy dog against her breast. “This isn’t right 
at all, Harry. I should never have let you kiss me. I want 
more, so much more, and you’re married and—” 

“Don’t even think about that, Marge. I’m not asking 
more, not tonight. I can wait for that. My marriage was 
ruined before you came along, and you know that. I was 
far away in another world, a world of near-insanity. 
And now I’ve found you and I know that other world is 
not for me. I could not exist there. I would not survive.” 

“That doesn’t alter the fact that you are married,” 
Marge insisted. 

“I guess it doesn’t. Perhaps I was looking for excuses, 
grabbing at the first thing that entered my mind. I’m sorry 
for that, Marge. I want our relationship to be built on 
solid ground, as solid as it can possibly be. Sure, we’ve 
both gone through the personal hell of seeing something 
we had thought would be good twisted into a painful ex¬ 
perience. But we can’t let that interfere with us, Marge 
—you and I. We can’t live in the past with our mis¬ 
takes.” 

“Harry,” she said, sobbing and shaking her head, trying 
to gain control of herself. “Harry, this toy is the nicest 
gift anyone has ever given me, absolutely the most won¬ 
derful thing I’ve ever received.” 

“Tell me everything’s going to be all right,” he said. 

“It is, Harry. Everything’s going to be just fine.” 

“Darling,” he said, reaching toward her. 

“No,” she said, stepping further away from him. “No, 
don’t call me that, Harry. I want to hear so many other 
things, too. I want to feel you against me—your lips 
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against mine, and your body. I want to wake up in the 
middle of the night and find you beside me. But no— 
not now, not here. I could never forgive myself. The time 
will come soon when you will be free. Then we will be 
able to love fully without feeling ashamed of anything— 
won’t we?” 

“We will,” he said. 

“Good night, Harry.” 

“Good night, Marge.” 

“Go now. Go quickly before I lose every ounce of 
strength I have left. If you stand there one moment longer, 
I won’t be able to let you go.” She trembled as if she were 
suddenly cold. “Go quickly, Harry.” 

He left, knowing that, for the moment, it was best 
that he leave; knowing that there would be another time 
for them, an entire lifetime for sharing each other and 
feeling the warmth of happiness with minds and bodies 
close together. 


A dark haze seemed to cloud Kathy’s eyes. She stood 
in the hallway, listening as Aggie and Allen moved toward 
the living room. She was bitterly disappointed. The night 
had promised so much, and now the chance to fulfill that 
promise had been taken from her. Aggie had said that 
they would be alone with Harry, that they would get him 
drunk and then all do the kinds of things which Kathy 
had been dreaming of these past few nights. 

But now Harry was gone, and Allen was here with 
Aggie, and once again she, Kathy, was alone. She was 
always alone it seemed. Possibly she always would be. 

It was unfair, she thought. To Kathy it seemed as if 
they were deliberately cheating on her. 

She walked across into the kitchen, found the bottle 
of whiskey on the table, and lifted it to her mouth. The 
warmth of the liquor seemed to envelop her. She could 
still hear Aggie and her boy friend laughing and chatting 
in the other room. She turned in time to see Allen lifting 
Aggie into his arms and carry her down the hallway. 

She took another drink, acutely aware of her loneliness. 
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She stumbled into the living room and toppled to the 
carpet, moaning pitifully under her breath. 

And then she heard someone laughing. Weakly, she 
raised her head and looked behind her. Janice had just 
entered the house and was standing at the front door, 
looking in at her. 

“Oh!” Kathy cried, struggling to her feet. 

Janice said, “They seem to have left you alone. My 
husband is not the most courteous host in the world, is 
he? I hope he has a good time with her, if that’s what 
he wants.” 

Kathy’s throat felt thick and raw. She suddenly realized 
that Janice imagined she had seen Harry carrying Aggie 
down the hallway. She opened her mouth, to explain about 
Allen, but remained silent. 

She blinked her eyes, afraid to speak. She felt so in¬ 
adequate when faced with a woman as exquisitely beauti¬ 
ful as Janice. 

“What’s wrong, Kathy?” Janice asked. 

“I don’t—know what to—to say,” the girl stammered. 

“Why say anything?” Janice said, watching her close¬ 
ly. “We might as well all have a ball tonight, you and 1, as 
well as they. What do you say to that?” 

“I don’t understand,” Kathy said. 

“Don’t you?” 

Slowly, there in the living room, Janice begin stripping 
off her clothes. Kathy was shocked at first but said noth¬ 
ing. She simply stared in amazement as Janice removed 
each garment and dropped it to the floor. 

When she was completely naked, Janice moved toward 
her. She was taller than Kathy. The girl looked up into 
her eyes and the expression she saw there confused and 
frightened her. 

Janice’s mouth was open slightly, the lips parted so that 
her white teeth showed brightly. 

“Kiss me,” Janice said. 

Kathy grew rigid with fear. Kiss her? She could do no 
such thing. The realization of what Janice actually ex¬ 
pected of her came to Kathy with its full implications. 
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She knew the wrong she would be committing if she al¬ 
lowed herself to do such a thing. 

They were standing by the sofa, and now she felt Janice 
pulling her down so that they were sitting side by side. 
She felt so helpless, so utterly unable to defend herself! 
She wanted to cry out, to scream, yet she did not. She sat 
rigidly on the couch as the older woman, with deft hands, 
began undressing her, struggling with her. 

“You can help, can’t you?” Janice said in a tight voice. 

Bewildered, the girl slipped out of her clothes. She 
seemed incapable of refusing, as if she were afraid that 
something far worse would happen to her if she did not 
obey. 

The older woman’s hands began stroking the inner part 
of Kathy’s thighs, sending wave after wave of a strange 
sensation throughout her entire body. The feeling was like 
nothing she had ever experienced before. She wanted to 
shout at Janice to stop, but a weakness, a sudden peculiar 
giddiness inside her, prevented Kathy from uttering a pro¬ 
test. 

The hands moved higher, caressed her lovingly, pleas¬ 
ingly, and then Janice’s mouth moved against hers and 
she felt the warmth of those lips lingering against her 
own. She opened her mouth and felt Janice’s darting 
tongue. Tiny needles of passion began jabbing inside of her 
and, for a moment, she imagined that she was about to 
burst and fall apart. 

She felt herself falling backwards across the cushions 
of the sofa, and could see Janice’s beautiful body hover¬ 
ing over her as the older woman initiated her into the 
agonies of the most extreme passion possible. 

She lay with her eyes closed, gasping at the woman’s 
caresses, doing nothing to stop what she now hoped would 
go on forever. But she knew it would end. In a moment 
she would be lifted up and carried away as she had never 
been before. 

Enthralled, she could hear herself moaning, a strange 
kind of sound and, for a fleeting second, she remembered 
her experience with Sherman, how unsatisfactory it had 
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been. This, however, was more than satisfactory. This 
went far beyond what she had ever imagined. 

Then suddenly she felt as if a wave were washing over 
her. Then something exploded inside her, and she could 
hear someone screaming off in the distance and realized 
that the sound was coming from herself. 

Janice was lying beside her. She could feel the warmth 
of her naked body pressed tightly against her own. She 
felt weak, unable to move, able only to lie there and 
bask in the warm afterglow of what had happened to 
her She wanted to tell Janice how much she had enjoyed 
it, yet something prevented her from speaking. 

“My love,” Janice whispered to her. 

“That was—” the girl began but could not finish. 

“No,” Janice said, “you don’t have to tell me, dar¬ 
ling. I can remember the first time for me. I know how 
you feel. Just lie there and let it soak within you, let the 
memory of this night seep into you so that it will stay 
with you for the rest of your life. You are mine now, 
Kathy. You belong to me and my kind and you know it, 
don’t you?” 

“I know it,” Kathy replied softly, barely able to speak. 

She reached over and hesitantly touched Janice. It was 
strange, she thought, that she felt no shame over what 
she was doing. She felt only pleasure at the realization 
that she had arrived at the place that had been intended 
for her all along. 

She began stroking Janice slowly, sensuously, feeling 
the older woman’s body growing rigid beneath her hand. 

“That’s so—so agonizingly beautiful, the way you do 
that,” Janice whispered. 

“I—like to touch you there.” 

“Would you—?” 

Kathy closed her eyes, knowing what Janice desired and 
knowing, also, that she would do anything this woman 
wanted her to do. There could be no stopping now. 
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As he entered the house, Harry heard a faint sound from 
the living room, and looked in to find Janice and Kathy 
lying together on the couch. Janice had cradled the young¬ 
er girl in her arms and was lying quietly with her eyes 
fixed on Harry as he entered. There was undisguised 
triumph in the way she looked at him. There was no need 
for her to speak. It was evident that she had had her 
way with Kathy, that she had satisfied her own needs 
by taking this naive girl and introducing her to her own 
sordid and perverted world. 

Yet, standing there, unable to relinquish Janice’s defiant 
stare, he knew that he was no better than she was. Each 
of them had allowed sex to overcome everything decent 
in their lives. Whatever they had once had together had 
been devoured by the same monster, and the awareness 
of this left him with an overwhelming sense of guilt and 
shame. 

There was little difference between them. Each had 
seen and had set out to conquer. Janice and Kathy now, 
but he had had Donna and Mrs. Schmidt. Where was the 
difference? Both were wrong insofar as lust, and not love, 
had inspired them, had driven them on until their con¬ 
quests were made. He looked over at the girl lying in his 
wife’s arms. She seemed to be asleep. 

“Janice,” he said, “don’t you even care that she’s only 
a child?” 

“Shhh,” Janice said, raising a finger to her lips, “you’ll 
wake her.” 

He turned and left the room. He felt completely shaken 
and lost. But then he thought of Marge, and it was as if he 
had suddenly seen a light glowing at the far end of a dark 
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tunnel. Marge and only Marge, would be his salvation, 
after all. He had reached the bottom rung of the ladder 
and then, miraculously, Marge had appeared on the scene. 
He had reached out to her and she had responded warmly, 
needing him as much as he needed her. 

He slept little the rest of the night. He roamed the 
house and the yard outside, smoking incessantly, drinking 
one cup of coffee after another. He was trying to make 
some kind of peace with himself, trying to face reality so 
that he might know what he wanted and decide how he 
would go about achieving it for himself. For himself and 
Marge. If there was any chance of his building a decent 
life for himself, he wanted to share it with Marge—of that 
much, at least, he was certain. 

He found himself once more blaming Janice for hav¬ 
ing destroyed his life. But he decided that that was wrong, 
for surely Janice was not to blame for what he was. He 
had only himself to blame for that. True, it had been his 
discovery concerning Janice that had triggered the present 
situation, had started his living this nightmare of sex. But 
she had not forced him to take Donna or Mrs. Schmidt, 
nor was she responsible for his attraction to Aggie. All 
that had been his own doing, the result of his own weak¬ 
ness, and he would have to accept the responsibility him¬ 
self. 

He left the house before anyone else was awake, and 
drove to school, arriving there even before the custodian 
appeared. He went to his office and buried himself in 
paper work, deriving some satisfaction from carefully 
working through the many diverse administrative problems 
which faced him. He only wished that he could solve his 
own problems with the same facility. 

The morning dragged by but curiously he did not feel 
tired. Rather, he felt keyed up, as if he anticipated more 
of what had happened the night before. 

He went to lunch late and found Marge sitting alone 
at one of the tables, an open book before her. She was 
smoking a cigarette and had finished a cup of coffee. 

Her smile of greeting, as he sat down opposite her, was 
warm and attractive. “And a good day to you,” she said. 
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He smiled. “You were in my thoughts all night long. 

She made a face, pretending that she was not interested. 
“You better be a little more careful in the future, my 
dear. Calling on ladies in the middle of the night will earn 
you a reputation you don’t deserve.” 

“Will it?” 

She nodded slowly and closed her book. She looked 
at him steadily for a moment, then glanced away. “You 
get to a gal, Harry—at least, to this gal. That little dog 
was beside me all night long.” She shook her head.. “A 
poor substitute, I know, for the real thing, but it was the 
only thing I’ve had close to me for longer than I care to 
admit.” 

“You know,” he said, “you’re just as beautiful in the 
daytime as in the middle of the night. I don’t think I’ll 
ever get tired of looking at you.” 

“That’s such a nice thing for you to say.” 

“I mean it.” 

“I know you do.” She stubbed out her cigarette in the 
ashtray on the table. A beam of sunlight cast a curious 
glow about her face, making her seem almost unreal. 

“You’re a pretty nice guy, Harry,” she said, facing him 
once more. “You make me feel funny all over, sort of 
tingly. Once, when I was a little girl, we went to the 
beach and I swam too far out. My arms and legs were 
tired and felt as if they weighed a couple of tons apiece. 
I remember being so darned frightened, breathing hard, 
looking back at the beach. It seemed a million miles 
away and I thought I was going to die, right then and 
there. And then this man came swimming by, and he was 
very calm and collected about the whole thing. He pulled 
me to shore and walked away without even waiting for 
me to thank him. I couldn’t forget him for a long time. 
Even years later, when I was in my teens, I remembered 
him. He had saved me from drowning.” She grinned. “I 
think maybe you’re saving me from drowning again, 
Harry, drowning in my own pool of self-pity and self¬ 
castigation.” 

“There’s no self-pity in you,” he said. “There’s nothing 
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but a wholesome, beautiful woman, a woman with whom 
1 want to share my—” 

“Don’t say any more, Harry,” she interrupted him. 
“Please. I’m not going to prey on you, keep after you 
the way some women obviously have been doing. But I 
do want you to know that I’m going to be more than— 
well, than just a friend. I don’t think I could stand being 
just a friend to you.” She fumbled with her hands, ob¬ 
viously embarrassed at what she was trying to say. “My 
first marriage ended in a nightmare, sexually speaking. 
I’m not going into details, but I want you to know that 
I was frightened by it, deeply frightened. I’m going to 
need your help to lift me up again, to be the person I 
want to be. Will you help me, Harry?” 

“That needs no answer,” he replied. “We need each 
other, Marge. I’ve never really needed anyone before in 
my life. Now, it’s different.” 

“I hope so,” she said, rising to her feet, and he also 
rose. What a beautiful woman, he thought, but how un¬ 
conscious of her own beauty she seems to be. He realized 
that now, for him, there could be nothing without her. 

“Wait a minute,” he said, taking her by the arm. “We’re 
having a strange sort of courtship, aren’t we?” 

“I guess we are, at that.” 

“My wife and I are having a party tomorrow night. 
Just a few friends and some of the teachers from school. 
Why don’t you come?” 

“Would that be wise?” 

“Who gives a damn whether it’s wise? I need you 
there.” 

She hesitated. The indecision she felt was evident in her 
eyes. 

“No strings attached,” he said. “If you’re having any 
problems because of something that happened in your 
marriage, well—we’ll work that out when we come to it. 
Right now I want you with me as much as possible. Please 
come to the party. I want to be able to look at you and 
know that I can talk to you.” 

“I’d love to come,” she said and swung away from him, 
walking quickly from the lunchroom. 
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He sat down and folded his hands on the table top 
and thought about Marge. He was impatient to know her 
better. There was a depth to her which he had already 
noticed and now wanted to share. He needed her mentally 
as well as physically, and he was now more certain than 
ever that she needed him in the same way. They had 
both been scarred deeply by their marriages. 

Everything will work out, he told himself, gazing down 
at the coffee cup she had just been using. The rim was 
stained with her lipstick. He ran his finger over the stain 
and smiled to himself. She was beautiful, yes, and he 
wanted to know her physically, but there was more, so 
much more, that he wanted from their relationship—se¬ 
curity, for one thing, and a sense of decency. He wished 
that the situation were different, that he were free to see 
her openly and begin making positive plans for their future 
together. 

It would not be long now, though, he told himself. He 
would divorce Janice as soon as possible and then there 
would be time to adjust to his new freedom and begin 
planning a life with Marge. 


Marge walked quickly down the sidewalk, listening to 
the clicking of her heels on the pavement. She was wor¬ 
ried, now that she had accepted his invitation to the party. 
Why had she done that? Why had she not left well 
enough alone? She did not want to meet his wife. They 
were, after all, still married, and even if the marriage was 
not a happy one, she had no right to become involved until 
after he was free. 

She wondered if she would actually have the courage 
to go through with what they had talked about. She 
wanted him, and yet she was still afraid of sex because 
of her experience in Rome with Glenn. Suppose she were 
not able to overcome her fear? Suppose she were not able 
to accept him physically? She said herself that mere friend¬ 
ship between them, no matter how deep, would not be 
enough for her. She certainly could not expect it to be 
enough for a man such as Harry. 



UNNATURAL WIFE 


133 


Harry—Harry ... 

She wanted him so badly. He had been the cause of 
her thinking about herself, analyzing herself. But there 
was more than that, too. He had not only helped her 
toward an awareness of herself, he had, also, in a way, 
taken her out of herself and allowed her to realize the 
happiness possible through an awareness of someone else. 
When he had entered the lunchroom earlier, she had seen 
the weariness around his eyes and mouth and her heart 
had ached from wanting to help her. Whatever was wrong 
was slowly eating away at him and she could not bare to 
see him wasted. 

Strange, she thought, although she hardly knew him, 
here he was totally occupying her thoughts. 

She knew all the stories that people at school told 
about him, what a playboy he had been, how he had been 
an artist before going into education, how he had lived 
alone at the beach. She wondered if he had been lonely, 
if he had married Janice out of loneliness. She could 
understand that, if it were true. She herself was sick to 
death of loneliness. She had grown weary of the role she 
had adopted, of punishing herself for the mistake she had 
made with Glenn. She had been wrong to do such a thing 
and she had no right, as a human being, to continue to 
isolate herself from others and lose contact with her own 
emotions as she had in the last few years. 

She taught through her afternoon classes only half con¬ 
centrating on the lesson. The rest of her mind was oc¬ 
cupied with Harry. For a while she kept trying to push him 
out of her thoughts, but went right on remembering 
the hard, muscular look about him, the sense of strength 
which he imparted. In that way, he was much like Glenn. 
She remembered her dating days at Stanford, before she 
had met Glenn, how all the girls would go down the list 
of the eligible boys, making snide remarks about this one 
or that one. Someone had said then that Glenn looked 
sexier than any other man on the campus. That quality 
was a difficult one to define, she thought now. 

After school she went to her drab apartment. There 
was a letter from her mother, and another with a Greek 



134 


UNNATURAL WIFE 


postmark on the envelope. She recognized Glenn’s bold 
handwriting, and was about to tear the letter into pieces, 
unopened, but she changed her mind. 

She read her mother’s letter first. Her mother said that 
she was, naturally, worried about Marge living alone in a 
big city like Los Angeles. It was not proper or correct, 
her mother went on, for a person to shut herself off from 
the rest of the world 

The same old story, Marge thought. She felt sorry for 
her mother. She meant so well, yet understood so little. 
There was a check for fifty dollars enclosed. “Please keep 
the money this time,” her mother asked in the letter. “We’ll 
feel badly if you return it. After all, your father and I 
still have a certain responsibility toward you. We love you, 
Marge, as we have always loved you. Perhaps, some day, 
if you ever marry again, you will have children of your 
own and some of what we have been trying to tell you 
these past few years will then become more meaningful 
to you.” 

Marge could not help weeping over the letter. She was 
crying because, in the past, she had blamed her parents 
for her own failures as a woman. In her mind she had 
accused them of not instilling in her a proper sense of 
values. Later, she realized how wrong she had been to have 
blamed them, and was now crying because despite the 
way she had treated them, they still loved her and cared 
what happened to her. 

She held the fifty-dollar check in her hands for a long 
while. She knew that she would accept the money this 
time and she also knew what she was going to do with it. 
Harry had invited her to the party. She would have her 
hair fixed and perhaps buy a new dress or a new hat— 
something to boost her spirits. 

She undressed quickly and took a cold shower. Then, 
slipping into a housecoat which she belted tightly around 
the middle, she went back into the living room. On her 
way to the kitchen, she noticed Glenn’s letter still lying 
where she had left it on the end table. 

She hesitated a moment, then picked up the envelope. 
She had received three letters from him in recent months, 
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all of which she had torn up without reading. Two had 
been postmarked Paris; the third, Madrid. Now, this 
one, from Greece. 

She opened the letter and read it through without 
hesitation, smiling as she did so, then abruptly laughing 
after she had finished the last line. Poor Glenn. He was 
so crazy, so mixed up. She imagined she was sorry for 
him, but knew that he would resent anyone feeling that 
way toward him. He was like a boy who had miraculously 
been given a man’s body, yet had neither the intelligence 
nor the maturity to know how to use it. 

She read through the letter a second time. It concerned 
the wondrous beauty of the Aegean Sea and the extra¬ 
ordinary passion of Greek women. He and some contessa 
had leased a yacht and were taking a leisurely cruise along 
the Aegean coast. 

The letter was so like him, Marge thought—studded 
with superficial remarks and banalities. She wondered 
why he still bothered to write to her. Perhaps, with his 
blind egotism, he could not really believe, even after the 
divorce, that she was capable of staying away from him 
permanently. Poor Glenn! 

She realized with a start that this was the first time 
since that last night in Rome that she had thought of him 
without loathing and disgust. 

Feeling better than she had felt in many months, Marge 
went to the kitchen thinking of the party she was to at¬ 
tend the following night. This would be the first time in a 
long, long while that she had mingled with people. The 
prospect was rather exciting, although she did not like the 
idea of coming between Harry and his wife. Yet, she 
knew that, somehow or other, he held the magic key 
that was re-awakening her to life. 


Janice and Kathy, both in swimming suits, were on the 
patio when Harry arrived home. There was no sign of 
Aggie and he wondered if she and Allen had been driven 
away by her sister. He would not have been surprised. 
Janice was quite gracious and polite as she greeted 
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him. She even offered to fix him a martini before dinner. 

As she went inside to prepare the drink, he sat down 
and looked at Kathy. The girl’s full face seemed some¬ 
how drawn, almost haggard. There were dark circles 
under her eyes and he wondered how she could have 
become so old-looking in such a short time. 

“I know you saw Janice and me on the couch,” the 
girl said* staring down at the still, blue-green water in the 
pool. 

“Kathy, is that what you want?” Harry asked, con¬ 
cern in his voice. 

“She can make me feel as if the whole world is coming 
to life,” Kathy replied. “No one else has ever made me 
feel that way.” 

“I suppose you know what you’re doing,” he said. 

“I think so,” the girl said uncertainly. “But what dif¬ 
ference does it make to you, anyway? What difference 
does it make to anyone?” 

“There are certain rules in our society, Kathy, and 
you’re old enough to know them.” 

“I know them.” 

“And?” 

“And it’s none of your business.” 

“That’s right, darling,” Janice said, coming up behind 
them. She handed Harry the martini in a chilled glass. 

He sipped the drink thoughtfully, then looked up at 
Janice. “You can’t be serious about Kathy. She’s only a 
child. Whatever is wrong with you, for God’s sake don’t 
spread it around. You’re a grown woman and should not 
take advantage of her in this way.” 

“She has a mind of her own,” Janice, replied. 

There was no anger in him now and for that Harry was 
grateful. He could only look at his wife, knowing the 
tortures she had put herself through. He wished, however, 
that he could stir up at least some form of resentment. 
Maybe, in that way, he would be able to cleanse himself 
of the guilt he felt at seeing this young girl corrupted in his 
own house without trying to prevent it. But all he could 
say was, “Whatever you like, Janice.” 
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She looked at him shrewdly. “What’s got into you? Why 
are you being so nice?” 

“I could ask the same thing,” he replied. He finished 
his drink and looked down at the empty glass. “It’s been 
a long time since you’ve fixed a martini for me. It al¬ 
most—” He was going to say something about memories, 
but abruptly stopped. “Well, Janice, whatever you want is 
up to you. I simply don’t have the energy to fight you any 
more. In fact, I’m leaving you tomorrow, Janice, right 
after the party. Call that my farewell gesture. I know this 
party has been planned for some time, so I’ll stick 
around until it’s over, and then—” There was no need to 
finish what he had been about to say. 

Janice had seated herself beside Kathy. He noticed the 
way his wife’s hand held that of the young girl, their 
fingers entertwined. 

“If that’s the way you want it, Harry,” Janice said. 

“That’s the way I want it. You keep the house, since 
you paid for most of it, anyway.” 

He turned to leave but then paused and looked back 
at them. What he had just said had made not the slightest 
ripple in Janice’s calm, matter-of-fact manner. Perhaps 
she, too, was tired of the constant wrangling between them. 
The fact that he was leaving permanently did not seem to 
matter to her in the least. Reflecting on it, he could not 
see any reason why it should matter. 

“Where’s Aggie?” he asked. 

Janice’s eyes narrowed, her mouth hardened. For a mo¬ 
ment she looked as if she might leap up at him for having 
asked such a question, and then she said, “She’s some¬ 
where with that stupid boy friend of hers.” 

“She’ll be back?” 

“Of course. Why shouldn’t she be back?” 

“I don’t know. Just asking.” He felt somehow respon¬ 
sible for Aggie. 

“She spent the night with that little bastard,” Janice 
said, her voice growing sharper. “She probably enjoys that 
kind of thing.” 

“Why shouldn’t she?” Harry said. “She’s normal.” 

“Oh, to hell with you!” Janice snapped. 
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Later that night, Aggie finally returned to the house, 
alone. Janice and Kathy had gone to a movie after din¬ 
ner and when Aggie arrived, Harry was sitting in the liv¬ 
ing room, reading a mystery novel. 

He heard the front door open and close, and turned to 
find Aggie walking hesitantly into the room. She was 
dressed in a white cotton, V-necked dress with a single 
strand of pearls around her neck. She looked lovely and, 
at the same time, rather pathetic, as if she had just suf¬ 
fered a crude awakening to life, as if a dream had just 
been shattered. 

He put the book aside, took out a cigarette, and con¬ 
tinued to watch her as he lit it. She seemed to be waiting 
for him to say something. 

“I’m not sure how to put this, Aggie,” he said presently, 
“but I feel I owe you some kind of an explanation.” 

Her face brightened with a sudden happy smile. She 
crossed the room slowly and settled herself on the sofa, 
sitting with her knees together, her hands folded in her 
lap. She looked, for all the world, like a young girl 
awaiting the arrival of her first date. Noticing this, Harry 
felt a deep pang of anguish, recalling his passionate re¬ 
action to her young body, how close he had actually come 
to possessing her. 

“You don’t need to explain anything, Harry,” she said 
in a strangely soft voice. “Whatever happened between 
us was my fault.” 

“You are young,” he said, “a very young and a very 
beautiful girl. And in some ways, rather irresponsible. I 
should never have allowed us to get so close.” 

“Harry.” She raised a hand, as if to stop him. “Please. 
I know now. I know what kind of a hell you’ve been put 
through by my sister. She and Kathy are quite obvious 
about what they are. No matter what you and I did—or 
almost did—no matter what you think of me, or what you 
think of yourself, you must know that we’re better off 
than they are.” 

She looked at him intently. “I spent the day with Allen. 
We walked and talked. We know what we want to do, and 
it’s made me happier than I’ve ever been before. You 
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know how I feel about Janice. I’ve told you already. All 
my life I’ve been compared to her, made to see what she’s 
done with herself. Well, now I’ve seen what’s really hap¬ 
pened to her. It’s as if some shining idol had suddenly 
tumbled to the dust. I’m only sorry, Harry, that you were 
caught between us. I would like you to think of me as 
something different from what I showed you during my 
visit here.” 

“You’re a remarkable young lady, Aggie,” Harry said 
sincerely. “You seem to have grown up in the past 
twenty-four hours.” 

“I came here wanting vengeance against my sister, and 
now—” she looked down at her hands—“now I can only 
feel pity and revulsion. I do pity her, yet I cannot un¬ 
derstand why or what made her what she is.” 

“Anyway,” Aggie continued, “I want you to be one 
of the first to know that Allen and I are going to get mar¬ 
ried. We know about each other.” 

“Are you sure, Aggie? Absolutely sure?” 

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life. We’re 
going to leave Sunday, and get married as soon as my 
parents give us permission.” She laughed. “And they will. 
They have to.” 

“Is there anything I can do to help?” 

“Just wish us well, Harry. That would be the nicest 
thing you could do. Janice and I have already had our 
little scene. There were many dirty accusations, but it 
won’t happen again.” 

“I do wish you well,” Harry said. “I hope you and 
Allen will have a good life together.” 

“Thank you, Harry, and not just for the best wishes.” 

“There’s no need to thank me for anything else.” 

“Oh yes, there is. I want to thank you for being the 
kind of person you are,” Aggie said. 

There were tears in her eyes as she turned away from 
him and walked slowly from the room. 

He remained in the chair, acutely aware of the silence 
of the house. 

Perhaps the nightmare was at last ending, he thought. 
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The party started at eight-thirty. Harry had decided that 
he would go through with it, despite the uneasiness he 
had felt as the time for the party drew near. And as the 
guests began to arrive he was still somewhat appre¬ 
hensive that something would go wrong. Perhaps Marge 
would decide not to come. Perhaps he was relying too 
much on her presence to make the party a success for 
him. 

He was unable to resist the temptation to fortify him¬ 
self with liquor. He had drunk enough before the party 
began to put himself on the crest and considerably more 
at ease. 

Shortly after the guests arrived, the house and the 
patio outside were bustling with talk and laughter. Moving 
among the groups, glass in hand, Harry was amazed at 
Janice. She seemed to have outdone herself in the prep¬ 
arations. He could find no fault with anything and real¬ 
ized that most of the people there would consider her a 
perfect hostess. 

He saw Kathy and Aggie from time to time. Kathy 
stood on the edge of various groups, listening in on the 
conversations but never taking part in them. He noticed 
the way in which her eyes sought out Janice, embracing 
his wife in an affectionate gaze, and then drifted on. He 
felt sorry for the plump young girL 

Aggie, on the other hand, seemed alive and vibrant, 
filled with high spirits. He marveled at her capacity for 
hiding her true feelings. She looked at him occasionally, 
as if sending him a secret message, and he felt toward 
her much like an older, protective brother. 

Donna was there also, with Mrs. Taggart hovering in 
140 
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the background. He thought it peculiar the way the older 
woman followed his secretary around, waiting on her, see¬ 
ing to her every whim. If he had not known better, he 
would have suspected some kind of personal alliance be¬ 
tween the two, especially after his experience with Janice. 
But he told himself that he was being idiotic, that a lesbian 
relationship could not possibly exist between the two 
women. 

After a while he began looking for Marge with growing 
concern. He had not seen her arrive. Twenty-five or thirty 
guests milled about and he realized that he could have 
missed her. He knew his reputation well enough and had 
no wish to sully hers by inquiring for her. 

At ten o’clock he finally found her. She was sitting 
with a group in the far corner of the living room, her eyes 
half-closed, apparently rapt in concentration on the words 
of a stocky young man—incongruously wearing tweeds in 
this hot weather—who taught geometry at school. Harry 
was immediately jealous, wondering why she had not 
sought him out before this. 

He had been listening for the past fifteen minutes to 
Edith Manning discourse on the relative merits of Hem¬ 
ingway and Faulkner, and been thoroughly bored by the 
woman’s repetitious comments. Edith was a frustrated 
writer, a fellow English teacher of Marge’s, a high-busted 
woman, thin as a scarecrow, with piercing gray eyes that 
frightened most of her students. 

He wandered across to where Marge, looking unusually 
lovely, was sitting. She had done something to her hair 
that had given it a softer look, and was wearing a pale- 
yellow dress with short sleeves and a high neck. 

“A friend is a friend is a friend,” he said to her. 

She laughed happily, offering her hand so that he might 
help her to her feet. 

“It’s a nice party, Harry,” she said, rising gracefully 
from the couch. “I've really been enjoying myself. These 
people—” she looked around at the congested room— 
“they’re all interesting. It’s as if—well, almost as if I’m 
just discovering what people are really like.” 

He took her arm and they moved together across the 
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crowded room, toward the kitchen. There a portable bar 
had been set up so that everyone might help himself. 
While he mixed drinks for them, he thought about what 
she had said, that these people were “interesting,” that 
this was a “nice” party. He had been so damned in¬ 
volved with his own problems that he had forgotten that 
he had so many friends. He wondered what most of them 
would think when they heard he was leaving Janice. He 
knew that, to most of the people now around them, he 
and Janice appeared to be an ideal couple. 

He handed Marge a drink, and said, “I’m glad you’re 
here.” 

“So am I.” 

He caught sight of Janice and Kathy. They were stand¬ 
ing with two other women, amiably chattering. He began 
wondering about the other two women, and then told him - 
self that he would have to stop being suspicious of every 
woman Janice spoke to. Yet he could not help reacting the 
way he did. 

“Your wife is even more beautiful than I had been 
led to believe,” he heard Marge saying. “She seems so 
charged with life, so vitally interested in many things.” 
He looked down at Marge carefully, but she was look¬ 
ing across at Janice. “She and I talked a while,” Marge 
finished. 

“She is beautiful,” he agreed. 

He followed Marge’s gaze. Just then he saw Janice run 
her hand down Kathy’s back and caress the girl’s buttocks 
lovingly. The gesture was obscene and quite obvious, and 
it sickened Harry to see his wife behave this way in public. 
She must, he thought, be losing her mind. She had always 
been so discreet in the past. 

He found Marge staring up at him. There was a strange 
look in her eyes. She glanced back at Janice and then 
turned to him again. 

“I—I don’t know what to say,” Marge stammered. 

“Don’t say anything.” 

“I didn’t—no one has ever—” 

“No one has known,” he finished for her. “Janice has 
been very careful. I don’t understand her now. She seems 
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to have gone completely the other way, as if she’s trying 
to prove something.” 

“Oh, Harry.” There were tears in Marge’s eyes as she 
shook her head sadly. 

He was thankful when Aggie joined them. He had 
been about to say something further about Janice and 
was relieved that they were forced to change the subject. 

The three wandered out to the patio. The night was 
warm and clear, a blanket of stars covering the sky. As he 
glanced up, Harry saw a shooting star sweep across the 
horizon, disappearing into nothingness, and he thought his 
own life was that way—sweeping into nothingness. 

He was only half aware of Aggie and Marge conversing 
in low tones and laughing gently. 

They walked down to the pool which was lighted 
brightly by blue lamps at either end. Away from the noise 
of the party, the stillness of the night seemed to seep 
into him. 

He heard Marge mention his name. 

“Are you two talking about me?” he asked. 

They had stopped at the opposite side of the pool. 
“We’ve been talking about you and to you for the past 
five minutes,” Marge answered, “but you seemed to have 
been in some dream world of your own.” 

“I was telling Marge what a horrible cad you really 
are,” Aggie said, laughing easily. 

He thought the word “cad” terribly old-fashioned. Look¬ 
ing down at his sister-in-law, he knew she was teasing him, 
letting him know, in her own way, that whatever had 
happened between them would remain a secret. 

“All men are horrible cads,” he said, walking around 
the pool to where they were standing. “You said something 
similar to me—didn’t you, Marge?” 

A cloud passed over Marge’s eyes, but quickly disap¬ 
peared. “Something like that, yes,” she said. “But a gal 
can change her mind, can’t she?” 

“I have an idea I’m a fifth wheel here,” Aggie said, and 
there was no maliciousness in the remark. She was simply 
letting them know that she understood what was going on 
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between them. “I enjoy you both, but I’m positive you’d 
rather be alone.” 

Aggie reached up and kissed Harry on the cheek. 
Briefly, her hand rested against his arm, then she blinked 
back the tears in her eyes and walked quickly away from 
them. 

“She loves you very much,” Marge said. 

“Nonsense,” he said. 

“You know she does. Be honest, Harry.” 

He did not reply. He took her hand in his own and they 
walked slowly around the pool. Each was oblivious to ev¬ 
erything else at the moment, interested only in the feel of 
each others’ touch, calm in the knowledge that a bright fu¬ 
ture lay ahead of them, a future they would spend togeth¬ 
er. 

When they went back inside the house, most of the 
guests had already left. Harry insisted on driving Marge 
home. She protested, not wanting to create a scene, afraid 
that if he left with her the talk would begin. 

“I don’t give a damn about the talk,” he told her. “I’m 
taking you back to your apartment, and that’s that.” 

She did not argue with him further. They left together, 
unmindful of the stares of some of the guests who had 
not yet left the party. 

He drove carefully and slowly, wanting to remain with 
her as long as possible. They parked in the darkness in 
front of her apartment building. A lonely cricket was chirp¬ 
ing out its nightly message from somewhere nearby. The 
distant sound of a wailing siren rent the still night air, and 
a vagrant cat skittered across the street before the car. 

Strange, he thought as he sat beside her, not touching 
her, yet so acutely conscious of her nearness that he should 
desire her so. He had sexually fulfilled himself so often 
recently that he had imagined he could last without a 
woman for some time, yet now he could feel the ionging 
within him for this woman. 

He turned to her and gazed at her profile silhouetted 
against the car’s window. 

“Marge?” 
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“What?” 

“I’m not going home tonight.” 

He could hear the gentle sound of her breathing. “You 
belong there,” she said, but there was no conviction in the 
way she spoke. 

“You know better than that,” he said. 

“Are you—asking me—do you expect to stay the night 
with me?” she asked, her voice strained. 

“I suppose I am.” 

“That’s not the way for me, darling,” she said. “I want 
to be more than a toss in the hay for you. I want to be 
much more than that.” 

“You know you are.” 

Her sigh was audible, almost weary. “I’m glad I went 
to your party tonight,” she said. “Very glad. Some of the 
things I saw make me understand a little more. Now I 
understand the strain you’ve been under.” She turned to 
him, her eyes bright and clear. “I want a man, Harry, 
with all that the word implies. I was married to a—” she 
hesitated, embarrassed. “Well, anyway, my husband and I 
had nothing but sex. That can grow tiring, even for some¬ 
one who enjoys it as much as I do. There has to be 
more for me. I can never let myself down as I did before.” 

“I love you, Marge,” he whispered urgently, feeling 
the pulse of his desire surge through him. 

“Perhaps you do,” she replied. 

He felt the coolness of her hand against his cheeks. He 
wanted so much to reach out, to pull her to him, to taste 
and devour the sweetness and the wonder of this woman. 
But he knew that this moment was not the time and with 
effort held himself back. 

Her lips brushed against his, tenderly, lovingly, and then 
she pulled away from him and said, “Let’s think about 
it. Give me that chance, please.” 

“It’s so much more than sex, Marge.” 

“I must be sure. I must be very sure of you, Harry.” 

It would be so easy, he thought, just to take her. He 
had the feeling that if he insisted, she would say yes. But 
he could not press her. She was more valuable to him 
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than a single night of love. He wanted them to have some¬ 
thing that would be lasting. 

She reached over to kiss him again, the same sweet 
kind of kiss, with just the barest hint of the passion that 
stirred inside her. Then she moved away from him and 
opened the door on her side of the car. 

“Don’t get out, Harry,” she said. 

“Good night, then, my dearest,” he whispered. 

He waited until he heard her open the downstairs door, 
hidden from his sight by the high hedges, then he slowly 
pulled the car away from the curb. He wondered whether 
to curse himself as a damned fool to throw away this 
chance, or to be happy that he had forced himself to 
wait, thereby—he hoped—deepening Marge’s affection for 
him. 

Yet such reflections did nothing to quench the fires of 
passion that raged through his body. He clenched the 
wheel until his knuckles whitened as he struggled to for¬ 
get Donna’s wayward straying lips that night of the other 
party; the eager working of Maybelle Schmidt’s soft white 
thighs locking them together, the night when the world dis¬ 
solved into a million rocketing Roman candles and together 
they had slid gently down a rainbow to a briefly measured 
peace. 


Marge stood in the shadows atop the steps outside the 
building entrance. She had not been able to bear the 
thought of plodding up the stairs to her lonely apartment, 
and now she watched the twin red lights of Harry’s car 
turn and disappear at the corner. She clutched her arms 
about herself, wondering why she had refused him. It had 
been so very long since she had wanted anything so much 
as she wanted him, yet she had forced herself, almost by 
sheer physical strength, to restrain her desire. 

“Harry,” she whispered, “come back, Harry.” 

But he was gone, and again she was alone. 

She looked up at the sky, at the twinkling stars creating 
their lovely patterns in the night. She had been so sure 
that she would never again want a man—any man—but 
now that Harry had entered her life, once again she knew 
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the anguish of unfulfilled desire. She should never have 
let him go, she thought. Now each night away from him 
would be utter hell. She hungered for his arms about her, 
his face next to hers, his mouth sealed against her lips. 
She wanted to know the strength of his fine body. 

She shuddered, damning herself for having been foolish. 
Yet, she wanted the first time with Harry to be different 
With Glenn she had been so young and inexperienced, 
and had gone blindly into their marital relationship. Now 
she was older, more mature. Her eyes had been opened 
by life and she knew that she should not have been 
afraid to give herself to the one man she wanted. 

Tonight, she knew would be long and cold and dark. 
It would be a night of tossing and turning, a night tortured 
by self-doubt. 

She turned and walked slowly up the stairs to her apart¬ 
ment. 


Harry had no intention of returning home that night. 
After leaving Marge, he drove directly to Santa Monica 
and continued north along the ocean highway until he saw 
the blinking lights of a motel. 

The manager, a sharp-eyed, shrewd-looking little man 
with a round paunch, eyed him suspiciously as Harry 
signed the register. Later, alone in the dark cabin, Harry 
lay down on the bed in his clothes, trying to piece his life 
together. Where had he missed? He had never wanted 
much more out of life than the chance to live in the man¬ 
ner he chose. As far back as he could remember, he had 
wanted to paint, even knowing he would never be better 
than mediocre as a painter. 

He was thankful to Janice for rescuing him from that 
rut. He wondered if there were any possible way he 
could help her now. But how? She had said she was happy 
the way she was. She did not want his help. She wanted 
nothing but the physical joy of other women. 

He rolled and tossed on the bed, his thoughts turning 
again to Marge. In the past he had made a quick decision 
concerning a woman, and now look at the mess he had 
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made of it He had not really known what sort of woman 
Janice was before they were married. But he did not 
know Marge either, yet he was ready to share the rest 
of his life with her, to take the same plunge he had taken 
once before. 

What had she said tonight? Something about her hus¬ 
band, about sex having been the only thing between them. 
He remembered the gentle touch of her lips against his, 
the voluptuous curves of her body. It seemed impossible to 
him that Marge could be a frigid woman. But if not, why 
had she refused him? 

Sleep finally overcame him, and with it a long night¬ 
mare of women running naked through the recesses of his 
mind, of his chasing Marge across the long sweep of a hill 
above a meadow. Another figure appeared in the distance, 
also chasing Marge. The figure caught up with him, 
passed him, and he caught sight of Janice’s laughing face. 
She was going to beat him, she was going to possess 
Marge... 

He awakened in the dim light of dawn, hot and sweaty, 
feeling as if he had been dragged by wild horses. The 
backs of his shoulders ached dully and his head was throb¬ 
bing. 

He rose from the bed and walked to the door, opened 
it and stepped outside. He heard the surf pounding against 
the beach across the highway. The sound was a welcome 
one, yet one that seemed to match the turbulence of his 
own life. From the cabin at his left came the pleasantly 
warm sound of a woman laughing and the deeper tones 
of a man’s voice. 

He sucked the fresh morning air deeply into his lungs. 
Then he turned and went back inside the cabin, stripped 
down and took a cold shower. Later, he looked in the 
mirror at the stubble of beard on his face, wishing he had 
taken a razor with him. 

But Marge would just have to get used to seeing him 
like this in the morning, he thought, for he had decided 
what he was going to do that morning. He would—he 
must—take the chance. Feeling as he did toward her, 
there was nothing else he could do. 
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He pressed the buzzer a second time. A door down the 
hall opened and a woman, her hair in pin-curlers, stepped 
out in the hallway her glance both curious and con¬ 
temptuous. He made a face at her; said, “Boo!” and 
laughed as the woman ducked back into her apartment. 

There was still no answer. Impatiently he buzzed a 
third time, his finger white against the bell button. 

The door opened a crack. One sleepy eye peered at 
him. 

“Open up,” he said in a loud voice. “I’m here for 
breakfast—among other things.” 

“Harry!” Marge opened the door but stood in the way, 
blocking Harry’s entrance. “Are you sober?” 

“I’m sober and I’m in love and I want to talk to you.” 

“Harry, go away. My God, it’s barely dawn.” 

“I want to talk to you,” Harry insisted. 

“No.” 

“I’ll push my way in if I have to.” 

Marge backed away, leaving the door opened, and 
Harry entered the apartment. She was wearing a peach- 
colored housecoat and no slippers. Her hair was tousled, 
and her eyes, as she turned to look at him, were still full 
of sleep. Altogether she looked warm and inviting, and 
he wanted to hold her in his arms. 

“Now, what—” she began. 

“I love you, Marge.” 

“At this time of day?” 

“At any time of day,” he said quickly. “Or night.” 

She began to laugh, but seeing the look in his eyes, her 
laughter faded. 

“You mean it, don’t you?” she asked. 

149 



150 


UNNATURAL WIFE 


“I never meant anything more in my whole life.” 

“Harry, I—I don’t know what to say.” 

He went to her and closed his arms around her, feeling 
the light press of her body against his. She was holding 
herself back and he wondered how she could possibly fear 
him. Was she unable to see that he really loved her, that 
he was not here merely for sex? 

“You’re the—damnedest man I’ve ever met,” she whis¬ 
pered, her face against his chest. 

“You know what it’s been like for me,” he said, pulling 
away so that he could look at her face. “You saw Janice 
last night. You know what she is. I know how I’ve been 
behaving recently. But I’m usually not that way, Marge. 
Believe me. I want to share my life with you. I want so 
much from you. I want—” 

The soft palm of her hand covered his mouth, cutting 
off his words. Looking deep into her eyes, he recognized 
a kind of anguish there. He took her hand from his mouth 
and lovingly kissed the palm. She leaned against him, 
sighing deeply. 

This time she did not hold back. Her body pressed 
against him and he could feel the soft curves of breasts 
and thighs against the solidness of his own body. His 
mouth found hers. Their kiss was gentle at first, and then 
her lips parted and he slipped his tongue in her mouth, 
feeling her passion rising with his own. 

They clung to each other, standing in the center of the 
room. He was conscious of nothing but the thrill of hold¬ 
ing her. His hands moved down her back, playing upon 
the smoothness of her buttocks, caressing her there ... 

But then she started pushing from him again, turning so 
that he could not see her face. Her shoulders rose and 
fell spasmodically, and he thought he heard a deep sob. 

“Marge, what—” 

“No, Harry,” she said. “I just can’t. You don’t under¬ 
stand. You never could understand.” 

“Try me,” he begged, anguish in his voice. 

“No, Harry. Please. Just leave me alone.” 

He tried to pull her close but she jerked away. He 
stood with his hands lax at his sides, confused, hurt, half- 
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angry. This sort of thing had been so easy for him re¬ 
cently. Almost all the women he knew had been throwing 
themselves at him. Yet now, the one woman he wanted 
was rejecting him, telling him that she did not want him. 

“I—I don’t know what to say,” he stammered. “How 
can I convince you, dearest, that you’re safe with me, 
that I won’t hurt you? I love you, Marge, truly, deeply. 
You know that—you must know it. What more can I 
say?” 

“Harry,” she said in a strange, tight-sounding voice, 
“Don’t try to say anything. Just go, please.” 

He hesitated, then turned and left, feeling weak and 
dizzy, as if the world had dropped from under him as 
indeed it had. Marge—his last hope. And now there was 
nothing left. He had gone to her in such high spirits, 
like a young boy on his first date, eager and enthusiastic, 
wanting to please, wanting to be pleased. 

He was only faintly aware of driving to school. He put 
his car in the parking lot, pausing a moment as he be¬ 
came aware of the silence of the school grounds on this 
Sunday morning. He closed his eyes, trying to imagine 
the many sounds that he normally heard, Monday through 
Friday. The silence was like death waiting for him, beck¬ 
oning to him. 

He unlocked the front door and went directly to his 
office. He took a sheet of paper from his desk and stared 
at its blankness for a moment. He knew what he was about 
to do. He was going to resign from the school, then leave 
Los Angeles. To go where? He had no idea. He did not 
give a damn what happened to him now. He would simply 
go off by himself somewhere and try to regain his sanity. 

As he was sitting at his desk, deliberating over what he 
wanted to say in the letter, he was suddenly conscious of 
someone else in the room. He looked up, Marge stood in 
the doorway, her hand still on the knob. Harry saw one 
large tear travel its crooked path down her cheek as she 
returned his gaze. 

“I th-thought you would be here,” she said. “I took a 
cab. I wanted—” 
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He felt a sudden buoyancy inside himself, yet he scarcely 
dared to breathe, thinking he might frighten her away. 

“You’re resigning?” she asked. 

“Yes.” He wanted to go to her to hold her close in his 
arms, but dared not take the chance. “You could leave 
with me, Marge.” 

“Yes, I could.” She walked farther into the room, shud¬ 
dering as if chilled. “But what would that solve, Harry? 
We’ve both been running too long as it is. We both know 
that.” 

“I can’t stay with Janice,” he said. 

“That’s not what I mean. You enjoy your work here, 
you’re good at what you’re doing and you’re happy here. 
Some of what’s happened to you is your own fault. You’ve 
been deprived of a normal sex life for some time, and then, 
when the opportunity came, you simply went hog-wild, 
like a foolish child. Other men and women have faced 
similar problems and haven’t tried to run away from them. 
Harry, I’m asking you not to resign. I nearly made another 
frightful mistake. I’ve wanted you so much, yet I’ve been 
telling myself that I shouldn’t let myself risk being hurt 
again, by loving you as I do. Harry, let’s—let’s try it 
again. Let’s give each other another chance.” 

While Marge had been speaking, Harry had been sur¬ 
prised to see Mrs. Taggart enter behind her. 

“The little lady knows what she’s talking about, Jack- 
son,” Mrs. Taggart said in her usual, forcefully direct 
manner. “You must be quite a man. You’ve got more 
women on a string than any man I’ve ever known, except 
my own late husband. Now there was a man.” 

“Mrs. Taggart, I’m—” Marge stammered. 

“Nonsense, girl, be still!” the older woman snapped. 
“Don’t stand there and think up a lot of foolish things to 
tell me. I know the score.” She looked sternly at Harry. 
“I’ve known all along. We all have a cross to bear in 
this lifetime, believe me.” Her lips quivered uncertainly 
and, for the first time, Harry saw Mrs. Taggart close 
to tears. “I’m going to tell you something,” she said after 
she blew her nose “and I trust you’ve got the good sense 
not to repeat it. Donna—Donna is my daughter. I didn’t 
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give her much as a child. I can’t blame horror what she is. 
She’s botched up two marriages of her own and I keep 
her on here because it’s the only way l can keep track of 
her. Life’s too short, Jackson, to spend it foolishly. I’m 
leaving now, and I want you two to continue with whatever 
you were going to do before I interrupted you. Just re¬ 
member that you only live once and if you’ve got some¬ 
thing good, hang on to it. If not, find something else for 
yourself. Life won’t be worth a hoot in hell if you don’t.” 

Harry and Marge met in the middle of the room, barely 
a second after Mrs. Taggart had firmly closed the door 
behind her. They hugged each other, explored each other, 
loved each other, knowing that there was no need for 
urgency in what they were doing, that they would have 
the rest of their lives together. 

“I want you, Marge,” Harry said, “Want you from here 
on out—forever. You were right. I could never run far 
enough to escape myself. I can’t blame Janice or Aggie 
or Donna or anyone else. I behaved like a spoiled kid, 
trying to hide from the truth when I found it too ugly to 
face. I was just plain dishonest with myself, and nearly 
made you suffer for my own dishonesty, too. I can see that 
now.” 

He drove Marge back to her apartment and left her 
there, telling her that he would be back after he saw 
Janice for the last time. 


He found Janice alone, sulking in the living room. Bit¬ 
terly, she told him that Aggie and Kathy had left, that 
they were both miserable little bitches who did not deserve 
to live. 

“I’m all alone now,” she said. 

“And Millie?” he asked. 

“Millie and I are—finished. She found out about 
Kathy.” 

“I’m sorry, Janice. Believe it or not, I really am. I 
came here to get some of my things. I told you I was 
leaving. My plans have not changed.” 

“We could try again,” she said. 
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“But you know that I’m not what you want,” he replied. 
“What’s more important, you’re not what I want.” 

She had followed him into the bedroom, where he was 
now packing two suitcases. He saw her frightened look, 
the fear of being completely alone. He felt sorry for her, 
but it was too late for sympathy now. He had found what 
he wanted, at last. Janice must find her own way. 
Being the sort of woman she was, he was sure that even¬ 
tually she would again find her own twisted happiness— 
but a happiness founded on heartbreak for others, as 
always. 

Suddenly she tore her clothes from her body and fall¬ 
ing to her knees, she wrapped her arms about his thighs. 

“Just one more chance, Harry,” she pleaded. “For 
God’s sake, just one more chance!” 

He pulled her to her feet and held her stiffly from him 
by her upper arms. “It might last a month,” he said, 
gently “or six months, and then another girl like Millie 
or Kathy would come along and I’d be shut out again. 
Every time I made love to you, I’d think of you with some¬ 
one else, and know that you were just playing a game, 
that even though you were trying, you weren’t enjoying 
me. No—you accept what you are, Janice, and I’ll ac¬ 
cept what I am. We’re just two different breeds of cat, 
and nothing can change it. There’s no meeting between 
the two, and never can be. 

He left her there, sobbing on the bed. 

Marge was waiting for him at her apartment. “It’ll take 
time,” he said, “the divorce and all, but it will be worth 
waiting for. At least for me—.” 

She laughed. “And you’ll live like a monk all that time?” 

“If that’s the way you want it.” 

“Come here, you big idiot, you,” she said. “I’ve been 
without a man for too long. I’m aching all over for you, 
wondering if you’re as good as I’ve heard you are.” 

He was good. She was good. And Harry knew that 
it would always be that way between them. 


The End 
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books. 

B-442F RUNAWAY WIFE by George Savage 

No lust wild enough ... no love wanton enough ... no man 
thrilling enough in this quiet resort town. 

B-443Y TWO FACES OF PASSION by Hodge Evans 

This is the story of warm, yielding Kit—of wanton, cruel Theona 
—and of the man they both wanted. 

B-444Y THE STRANGEST SIN by Kay Addams 

Sharon Doyle was an ordinary girl hungry for extraordinary love. 
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SEX III by Dave Carson 

The story of a young girl whose passions were ripening. Who would 
win her—a lusting man or an unnatural woman? 
COMMUNITY OF WOMEN by Sheldon Lord 
Four wanting wantons—marooned in modern suburbia, stewing in 
their own desires. 

THE OFFICE GAME by Matt Harding 
A novel of men on the way up—and secretaries on the way down. 
FRIGID WIFE bv Orrie Hitt 

A black-haired bundle of voluptuous dynamite, a sexual vulture, 
and a tantalizing, titillating, tease—which one of the three could 
not please her husband? And why? 

LOVE NOW—PAY LATER by Elaine Dorian 

About a man’s career-minded mistress, his luxury-bred wife—and 

the alluring young girl who could ruin them all with her sexcapades. 

THE WIFE TRADERS by Charles Beck 

Riotous parties, wife-swapping and trips across the border were all 

part of Connie Clark s plush life—until she learned her husband 

was selling her body! 

VIRGINS NO MORE by Orrie Hitt 

It takes one bad girl to out-love another. A story of a kitten’s 

caresses and a wildcat’s embraces. 

PARTY WIVES by Jim Layne 

A select group of young wives who would sleep in any bed—for 
their husband’s success! 

STOLEN WOMAN by Sam Webster 

She was abducted by lust-crazed men with warped and twisted 

minds—who taught her the meaning of passion. 

CRY RAPE by Marco Viletti 

Meet the uplift boys and girls . . . meet the play-for-pay people 
. . . And see how the other half lives—on both sides of the tracks. 
THE MOTEL by Jay Carr 

A flame-haired sex-thrower, a cabin-hopping lovely, a young sex- 
bomb ready to explode—and a man who looked like “any woman’s 
husband.” Their lives tangled “until dawn did them part.” 

APRIL NORTH by Sheldon Lord 

She was given a postgraduate course in lust—before she was 
through high school! 

BY LOVE DEPRAVED by Arthur Aldon 

Mona confessed to a lesbian past—after she had married Ed! Then 
she followed him to Africa, and to the virginal Erika. 

BLONDE DYNAMITE by Louis Lorraine 

Shocking, but true—on every campus, young girls are paying dearly 

for guilty thrills . . . 

NAKED LENS by Paul Gregory 

She posed for those pictures you hear about . , . Did she do it 
for money, excitement, or her own raw desires? 

SEXBOUND by Dean McCoy 

Some take the low road to illicit adventure—but find it only at 
great peril. 

A WOMAN’S NEED by Sandra Williams 

She was a man s vision of sex • • , and she was a woman looking 

—for man after man. 

LOVE THIEF by Orrie Hitt 

You’ve wondered about this kind of woman—the pig-farm girl who 
became a glamorous actress. A shattering novel of a nymphomaniac 



B-463F SUBURBIA: JUNGLE OF SEX by Elaine Dorian 

Money—liquor—and lust . . . and moral values that cany to- 
gethemess” too far . . . 

B-464F WOMAN CHASER by Robert Turner 

Few men are too old—few girls are too young! A book about girls 
and lust, about men and love. 

B-465F DIAL “M” FOR MAN by Orrie Hitt 

Her husband left her cold—but she wanted a man around the 
house day and night! 

B-466F HIS BOSS’S WIFE by Mark West 

They traveled together . . . they loved together! The story ot a 
man on the make—and a crew of pretty girls. 

B-467F HALF GIRL, HALF WOMAN by John Furlough 

At seventeen Sylvia was more than a girl . . . She was a woman 
on the prowl! The plight of a teen-aged lass made vulnerable by 
newly awakened desires. 

B-468F OBJECT OF LUST by Mark West 

The story of a woman lashed by a man’s obsession—Would she 
fight him, or would she yield to him? 

B-469F HUSBAND CHASER by Sheldon Lord 
This divorcee’s bedroom was her trophy room! 

B-470F LISETTE by Val Munroe 

She was the kind of blonde who could turn a tent show into a 
passion pit. 

B-471F MAN CRAZY by Rick Holmes 

Were they after excitement? Did they need the money? Or were 
they out to satisfy their own wild urges? A tale of two sisters with 
the fervid blood that leads teen-agers into trouble! 

B-472F NEGLECTED WIVES by Arthur Adlon 

Next to women scorned, wives neglected at bedtime are the most 
dangerous creatures on earth. 

B-473F THE WILD WANTS by A. J. Collins 

They had waited too long, and now their need was an avid, raven¬ 
ing hunger ... A book about people caught up in unbndled 
emotions. 

B-474F THE GOLDEN GIRLS by Ken Barry 

About a man bom on the wrong side of the tracks—fighnng his 
way up on the other side—to its wealth and its women . . . 

B-475F SECRET LUSTS by Louis Richard 

A novel of warped desires in high society—and the man who ripped 
the curtain from these secret sins! 

B-476 WIVES AND LOVERS by Louis Lorraine 

One found love in the arms of a stranger ... the other in the 
arms of her husband’s best friend. And the same man wanted 
them both! 

B-477F THE BED AT THE TOP by Charles Beck 

She made a career of men and money—and slept her way to the 
top! 

B-478F TROUBLED TOWN by Carlton Gibbs 

A restless wife, a teenage tramp, a willing playgirl, and a night 
club hostess . . . They could cause trouble anywhere—especially 
when they were all fighting for the same playboy! 

B-479F SECOND-TIME WOMAN by Elaine Dorian 

Can the young divorcee return to a normal existence—or will she 
be fair game for all? 



B-480F MEN ON HER MIND by Matt Harding 

When A1 Lenhart pictured the wealthy young widow, he saw only 
dollars and bikinis—and he planned to get his hands on both. 

B-»81F BEHIND RESPECTABLE DOORS by Carlton Gibbs 

About four women who hid their night-time sins behind day-time 
respectability! 

B-482F THE ZIPPER GIRLS by Laura Hale 

How do girls really feel about showing their bodies? Here is a 
novel which probes the motives for female exhibitionism—on stage 
and off! s 
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CAN A HUSBAND 
COMPETE WITH OTHER 
WOMEN FOR HIS WIPE’S LOVE? 

In the beginning, Janice had seemed as eager and sex¬ 
ually demanding as Harry, and marriage had only increased 
their ardor. But one day he arrived home unexpectedly early 
and found her reveling in erotic abandon-with a new girl¬ 
friend. Disgusted, shocked by the sordid revelation of his 
wife’s unnatural lusts, Harry threw himself blindly and furiously 
into a life of sensual forgetful ness-with the easy girls of the 
town, with his neighbor’s wife, with any stray female, 
it was his way of getting even with a woman—with all 
W omen-but it made imminent his downfall as a high-school 
principal. Then Marge Thomas, the new teacher he had 
hired, began slowly, surely, seductively, renewing his 
faith in the weaker sex. 

Yet, after his traumatic experience with a de¬ 
praved wife, could he ever be sure of 
possessing a mate who was 
all woman? 

/ ZlJ 



A NOVEL THAT DARES TO DISCUSS 
A TABOO SUBJECT! 









